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TOMAS ALFREDSONJS STUNNING SWEDISH LOVE 
STORY HAS RE-INllfNTED THE VAMPIRE FILM. 




“IN A GENRE THAT FETISHISES DEATH, THIS IS 
A FILM INVESTED WITH LIFE. IT’S AN ANTI- 
HDRRDR MDVIE, A PERIDD PIECE DRDDNDED 


IN THE STRDGDLES 


Tomas Alfredson has defied all expectations. He's taken the most 
self-reflexive of genres and re-invenied it with a single, stunning film. 
Unquestionably subversive, at times transcendent, Let The Right One 
In reintroduces the vampire - tlat creature of myth and madness - to 
the real world. Gone ate the cliches, replaced by a story of uncertain 
frierxlship and fragile love, of social reality anddarkfanta^. 

Based on the norel bv John Aivide Lindovist Alfredson's film takes us 
deep into the heart of Sweden's frigid suburbs. Blackebeig 1982; the cold 
settles like a steel weight, expelling warmth and life and hope. Scuttling 
across concrete streets, mndown people lead rurxlown Bves - inmates in 
a frozen cell. 

Oskar (KSteHedebranl)isa 12-year-old boy out of kilter with this world. 
So pale he's almost translucent, so physically unimposing he's practically 
inviable onestrongaiowstoim could blow him away. But escape is elustve 
for Oskar. Bullied at school, he buries himsetf in a scrapbook of violent 
murders, friendship substituted tor fantasy. 

And then one night EB (Lina Learxleissonl enters Oskar's Bfe and cten^ 
it forever. Di is... difcrent. Her teirisbbckand rratted. her lace smudged 
with din. Only a thin pink shirt protects her against the snow. "Don't you feel 
the cdd7' asks Oskar. "No," die tepBes. "Whynot?" "1 think I've forgotten how" 


DF SDCIAL REALITY.’’ 


They meet in a shallow pool of light cast by a streetlamp, a sickly 
halo thrown over a rusting playground. Outside that light luiks the thick, 
unknowable night, but inside Oskar finds someone to protect him from 
the darkness. Even thou^ there are questions about Eli he can't answer. 
Even though a serial kiBer is stalking the streets of his town. Even though 
the dangers of that black night beyond the street lamp have already 
stepped into the light. 

Adapting his own book, Lindqvist has been forced to smooth out the 
kinkier creases. Much of what's permissible in print is simply too extreme 
for cinema Oikeanattempted-rape scene that would land the filmmakers 
in jail if they put it on screen). So comptomiseshave been made- Alfredson 
only adlresses thenovel'shanoerotictsmin a single shot, abBnk-and-you'B- 
miss-it image that'll leave you gasping. Likewise, Di's accomplice, HIkan, 
a paedophile in print, now has a mote ambiguous (even sympathetic) 
motive to etpfein his actions 

But if some of the book's more conventional horror elements - its 
Stephen King mcsnents- have been wisefy excised, elsewhere it's haider 
to explain why certain material has been left out. No reference is made 
to the fact that Oskar wets himself, and while it's clear enough that he's a 
victim, it's crucial that we understand the depths of his humiliation 



before he meets Eli for his laer actions 10 ting true. But tf the film is a mote 
timid beast than the novel Limi^vist and Mredson lave lately succeeded 
in capturing itsessencestfiile tuning out ilseiEesses. 

Most importantly, Alfredson's film mirrors the subversive quality 
of Lindqvist's book. This is no ordinary honor movie. In a genie that 
fetishises death, Lei The Righi One In is a film invested with life. It's 
an anti-honor movie, a period piece grounded in the struggles cfsoc^ 
reality. When Lacke (Peter Carlbeig) and his girlfriend Virginia (Ika 
Nord) discuss nuclear hysteria and the upcoming elections, these 
aren't just teal life details (in 1982, a Soviet sub ran aground in sight 
of a Swedish naval base, and Thorbiom Falldin 's government was on 
the veige of defeat); they're the kirel of details that provide the backdrop 
to real lives. Thetownof Blackeberg maybe populated by drunks, drug 
addicts and two-time losers, but they aren't just stereotypes wailing to 
be fed to the meat grinder. 

So when it happens, when this world lurches on its axis and the 
killing starts, you won't - you can't - disconnect yourself from these 
characters. Unlike films at the seedier end of the spectrum, you're 
not invited to share in the anticipation of death - idly wondering how 
inventive or aesthetic oretciling it might be - you're forced to fear it. 


This emotional maturity brilliantly strips the film, and the audience, 
of its moral compass. Without a clear sense of good and evil, Alfredson 
is able to orchestrate our empathies with masterful misdirection. Yes, 
it's manipulative, but by the time the motive for the killing becomes 
clear, we feel both Oskar's sympathy for the killer, as well as Lacke's 
anguish for the victim. 

That the film is able to enter such murky moral territory is due in pan 
to the fact that it divesisthevampire of its glamour. However conllicied 
screen vamp ires have been, the image of the undead speaks to our most 
seductive fantasies - power, immortality, sexuality. But Lei The Righi One 
In flips that on its head. Not just because 0i preys on our assumpticns of 
innocence - who, after all, could fear a little girl? - but also because her 
existence is a small, squalid and lonely one. Eli may be the first vampire 
you wouldn't gladly trade lives with. 

But if you're going to introduce a vampire to the teal world, sooner 
or later you have to address an awkward issue; what do you call it? 
Because we know about 'vampires' - we've seen them in films - but 
nobocty believes, nobocty could believe, that they’re real. Not even if you 
sawoneinanundetpasssuckingbloodfromacorpse And especially not 
if this vampire was your only friend. 
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“IT’S THIS 
JUXTAPOSITION 
BETWEEN THE 
DOMESTIC AND 
THE DIABOLICAL 
THAT GIVES THE 
FILM ITS POWER.’’ 



By fordng his characters to face the absurdity, the impossibility, of 
what they see in front of them, Alfredson deftly crosses a fourth wall. It's 
as if, byutteting the word 'vampire' out loud some taboo is shattered 
and all the bairiers between the real and the unreal, the possible and the 
impossible break down completdy. 

Let The Right One In takes us beyond the comfort zone of horror, 
and perhaps that's why it isn't so much scary as disconcerting. The 
fear of the unknown, ihefear of the unseen, the fear of evil - all have 
been subtfy undermined. In fact, the film's 'scariest' scene sees HSkan 
washing a bucket, tubing and funnel in his kitchen. There's something 
about his quiet determination that's far more disturbing than seeing 
the same tools employed after he's strung a young boy to a tree and 
cut his throat. 

It's this juxtaposition between the domestic and the diabolical that 
gives the film its power. The classroom, the home, the local pool these 
are the tawdry tedious spaces of normal life. That the word 'vampire' 
should shatter their fllusive sanctuary is like a phyacal violation. And if, 
on octasioa the scenes of violertce that occur here seem almoa comically 
inantropriateto the audience's eyes, we're simply sharing the reaction 
of the film's characters, struggling to accept what they're seeing. 


Al all limes, Alfredson's focus is not on the aesthetic but the realistic. 
Which is not to say that his film isn't beautiful. It opens on an image 
of snovkflakes falling like silent angeb, conjuring the icy olherworldliness 
of this innocent, isolated town. It's these moments of beauty that Hfl Let 
TheRighi One In out of oppressive darkness. At it's heart, after all, it's a 
love story between two people on the brink of childhood; one learning 
to recbimil, the other to let it go. It'sin those quiet moments between 
Qi and Oskar that the real meaning of the film's title is revealed, referring 
to the heart, not just ife home. 

Oddly evocative of Miyazaki's Castle in the Sky, this love story ball 
the more heartfelt for its fellering adolescent uncertainty. When EE ccsnes 
to Oskar's room one night, fresh from feeding, she climbs in bdiind him. 
Unable to see her lace, he asks her to be his girlfriend. "Will anything 
change?" she wonders. "No," he repEes. "Then okay." As they lie there 
Estening to EE's heartbeat, the fiEn reaches a moment of transcendence 
vkhere inrocence, horror and love each dissolve into the otter. 


Alfredson and lindqvist have crafted a modem fairy tale that stands 
comparison with the work of Hans Christian Anderson and the Brothers 
Grimm. InitscolEsion of fenia^and reality, cfeikness andlight, love and loss. 
Let The Right One fit has amply svept aside the rest of the genre, and proved 
cxinclusivelythat horror ihriBs don't teve to come che^. Matt Bochenskl 

AntcipiliDn. Racked upfestKals aveids all imrttumrld, picking iip iinprece densdmrd 
otmiitli.© 

Eijoymeiit A toe original: live atoiy, Inrror fUm andaoclal drama At once Prllllantln Its 
parts, and (rare than the sum oftham © 

In Retrospect Perhaps could have ^ne further In exploring the httk's psychosexual 
subtext but everything thafs made it to the soreen will stick with yoo . O 

Movewifflyiopaae 38 for an inierviaw with Lei The Jtigfii Oe h director Tomas Alradson. 


IF LET THE R:-. 

HUE I HAS STIRRED 
A HUNGER FOR 
BLOOD IN YOUR 
BELLY JEAST ON 
THESt OTHER 

OFFBEAT VAMPIRE ^ 
CLASSICS 
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NOSFERATU: 

PHANTOM DER NACHT(ig7g) 

IRiCUDK VfeiwHBaB 

MiwihatFWMiimau's 1922 classic is so ffam^ atuated tn the mainstream, it hanSy & 
ttonh revisitingii. Inaeed.tryVAimerHeraog'sMjs/erfltu- f^iontcm tfcrNatht, tthichtJ 
that the utholp Rn.t ligijtfnnnj rA-maVp farr^o isn’t just a recent madness. Herzog w 
until 197910 re-imagine the film that be oonskiered the greatest of aD Geimany'seapres: 
masterpieces. With Bram Stoker's copyright now in the public domain, be was free to sa 
his aory of Jonathan Marker and the mysterious Count Dracula on hts own planeof reality, 
complete with an intense turn from Klaus Kinski, 

^HAOOW OF 
THE VAMPIRE (2000) 

IRiCTEDBy EEtesMerlHs 

It's not oflen tha Herzt^ is out-craaed, but for an alre^her more peruerre take on the 
mythofMumau, you won’t find anythir^ more warped than Shtulcio of [he Wimpire. A 
brilliant synthesis of historical recreation, film-within-a-film metamovie and old-fashioned 
clicf^ ShaioiD follows the production of ’Nosferoa;’ to Czechoslovakia, where Mumau 
(played by John Maltovich) has hired an unusual actor (TAlIem Dafoe as Max Schreck as 
a real vanpire) to play the l^d. Knowing and audacioi^. Meihige’s debut film is the ultimate 
artisuc ’maldngof’ bomthe dawnoftheDVDa^. 

eL_0D FOR DRACULA(ig74) 

IRECrni K Pai liliiiis!«( 

More commonly known as Ant^ Warhol's Droculo, Paul Ktomssey’s virulent social satire 
aais the mouth watering combination of Udo Kier, .loe Daflesandio and Vittorio de Sioa. 
Wolent, estpliQt but also dated. Blood For Droculo sees a ackly Count (Kier) trairel to Italy 
on the hunt for some ^od Catholic vitgins whose blood be can suck. Invited into the 
home of the ailing Marcbese Di Fiore (De Sica), he sets about determining the punty of 
the count’s ahstocreuc daughters, whJe a bmoding peasant (Dallesandio) makes Dracula’s 
job that bit more difficult. Despite Kier’s outregeom accent, it’s a more serious film than 
I mighi expert firim the splf-fndi ilgerr actoiy ciowd, with a finely tuned social conscience 
and plenty of ^)re. 


MARTI* (ig77) 


\ IRECTED By Gwge A RaiiMi 

, Ay^ before dawn broke overthe dead, George Bomeroputzombiesasidetomalethis 

little-seen detour into the world of the vampire. Hardcore fans will tell you that this aory 
about a sexually troubled adolescent who believes he’s a vampire (and goes around 
murdering women to pioveit) is the director’s best work. It’s certainly a subverave, 
challenging piece that clever^ plays on our knowledge of the ^nre, and presciently links 
vampirism to dnig addiction and sexual ireecunty. 

,c^ DRACULA: PAGES FRO" 

■ VIRGIN’S DIARY (2002) 

IIRECTEDK GwMaidn 

Who else but Guy Maddin would have the nerve to re-inteipret Bram Stoter’sratvel as a 
ballet, and re-caa Dracula as Chinese aaor 'VWii-Qiang 2iang? Taking its cue Qom Gustav 
Mahler and the clever concat of a ’found’ sJent film (the actots mouth the diak^je, which 
is communicated through title caids), Pt^es RwT A Virgin's Dory rps up the familiar script 
and starts all overagain. Shot on 16mm and Super 3, 'black-and-white with strange plasty 
of blood red, the result isasmesmensing as it is disconcerting But then that’s Maddin all over. 
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THE ATP RECORDINGS CATALOGUE 


THE 

THE DRONES 

DRONES 

HAVILAH 

HAVILAH 

THE ACCLAIMED NEW ALBUM OUT NOW 
ON ATP RECORDINGS. AVAILABLE ON CD, DOUBLE LP 
(WITH FREE DOWNLOAD) & DOWNLOAD 

"What 'Hoviloh' does i^ump up and down on 
the rolling carcasses oF The Vines and Jel" NME 
"Speaker-bleeding blues" MOJO 

THE DRONES LIVE IN THE UK 
ALL DATES ON SALE NOWI 

21 MAY. LONDON THE LUMINAIRE 

10 JUNE. BIRMINGHAM HARE & HOUNDS 
lljUNE. NOTTINGHAM BODEGA SOCIAL CLUB 

12 JUNE. MANCHESTCR ROADHOUSE 

13 JUNE -LEDS BRUDENELL SOCIAL CLUB 

U JUNE .GLASGOW CAPTAINS REST 




www.seetickets.com * www.stargreen.com •* www.wegottickets.oom * www.gigantic.com 
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SLEEPY 

SUN 

NEW AGE 

THE DEBUT RELEASE ON ATP RECORDINGS 
OUT MONDAY 16 MARCH 2009 
UMITED EDITION COLOURED VINYL 1 0" 
a/W 'Lord' 

One side ace hypnoticpsychedelic drone rock, 

then flip for Sleepy Sun s lake on classic Gospel Americana 

wilh added fairy dust and weirdness. 

Tracks taken from the forthcoming album 
Embrace, due out on ATP Recordings May 2009 
SEE Sl£H>r SUN LIVE IN THE US THIS MARCH STARTING WITH 
SXSWANDTHEN IN THE U< IN MAY AND PBiFORMlNG 
AT ATP: THE FANS STRIKE BACK MAY 8 -10 2009 
FOR FURTHER DETAILS PLEASE GO 
TO WWWMWPACE.COM/SIEEPYSUN. 


tWB. 

THE ATP RECORDINGS CATALOGUE 


VLAiVW.seetickets.com -* wvLAV.stargreen.com * wvLAV.wegottickets.com * VLAVw.gigantic.com 

, WLWv.atpfestival.cQm . 
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Wiist is it you love ebout movies? 


Alfredson: 

I would say movies' ability to capture time. 

I first understood that when I wee, like, six or 
seven-years-old, and I hsd this little 8mm cemere, 
this machine thet could compress tims - 
that is 8 wonderful thing. 



HeritJU^ p^yiiroait t-nJi 
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“Superb” “Stunning” 

TOTAL THE TIMES 

“Bold and beautiful” 

★ ★★★★ 


S BAFTA WINNER 

m* THE CARL FOREMAN AWARD 

SPECIAL ACHIEVEMENT BY A BRITISH 
Wra DIRECTOR FOR THEIR FIRST FILM 
STEVE MCQUEEN 


“Magnificent... A work of cinematic art” 


“The most shocking and 
important film of the year" 

ESQUIRE 

“A stunning performance 
from Michael Fassbender” 

FILM REVIEW 

“Outstandingly made... 
raw, powerful film-making” 

★★★★★ 

THE GUARDIAN, PETER BRADSHAW 

“A sensational feature debut, 
fearless and uncompromising, 
bolder than any film to come 
out of the UK in a long time” 

THE DAILY TELEGRAPH 

OUT NOW 
ON DVD AT 

Sainsbury’s 

Selected stores only 



CAMEHA D’OR 


Winner-2008 Cannes Film Festival 


camera 

Wi™x!r-200fl 


“Outstandingly made, 
powerful film-making” 


sf^EMkJUEEN 


“Bold and beautiful’' 

★★★★★ 


“Magnificent... 

A work of cinematic art” 




SUBSCRIBE 

Di^ AND WIN! ^ 



NAME TYPE OF SUBSCRIPTION 


NAME TYPE OF SUBSCRIPTION 

□ UK £IS (6 Issues; 

ADDRESS □ Europe (airmail) £22.S0 (6 issues; 

□ Rest of world (airmail) £30.00 (6 issues) 


Please enclose a cheque for the relevant amount made payable 

POSTCODE to Story Publishing Ltd 


E-MAIL You can also subscribe by Paypal from anywhere in the worid 

by visiting wwwJlttlewhltelies.ca.uk 


JOIN US! 

We started this magazine because we wanted to create a community of like-minded film lovers: 

PASSIONATE, ENGAGED AND OPINIONATED. 

Bring your voice online and join the discussion at: 

« www.littlewhitelies.co.uk » 

WITH BLOGS. DEBAnS. NEWS, REVIEWS AND INTERVIEWS, 

this is the place to get your daily fix of LWLies. 

OR SIGN UP FOR OUR WEEKLY NEWSLETTER 

and we'll deliver all that and more direct to your inbox. 

WHAT ARE YOU WAITINC FOR? 



OPENS IN CINEMAS MARCH 13 



SHOOT! 

SCORES IN BERLIN 

13 . 02.09 


The Berlin Film Festlva! may have 
captured the haadfines tn rebruary, 
but tba real acTlor in tba German 
capital was bappaning at tba wrap 
of the PlayStation Shoot! campaign. 
l.tVLraa was there ra support the 
project, a unique film competition 
that lit up the PlayStation Network , 
before culminating In an awards 
ceremony at the Tausend club. 

Six of the world's hottest young 
filmmakers were commissioned to 
make a short film Inspired by the 
essence of PlayStation; Play, Create, 
Share, Connect, Discover end 
Challenge. And each was paired with 
a legendary mentor - including the 


Winterbottom - to guide them through 
the significant challenges they fsced. 

The result was six outstanding 
films, each one thematically distinct 
but unified by both a technical 
excellence and cinematic Integrity. 
The panel of judges was chaired by 
special guest Arte DobroshI, who, 
after an Intense debate, had the 
honour of presenting Best Film to 
Anthony Green for The Dreaming: 
Best Screenplay to Joel Wilson and 
Jamie Campbell on behalf of George 
Kay for Bitter, and an Honourable 
Mention to Uwe Flade'a Prison Food. 

It was a great event for a worthy 
cause; celebrating a new avenue for 
cinema on the PlayStation Network. 




IMS .Cl ntcr-BIBF ONLINE NOW! 







FROM AIDS-AFFLICTED VILLAGES IIV CHINA TO THE EDGE OF 
DOR A GELESS FUTORE; FROM THE OIOLOGY OF B LOODSUC KING 
TO THE COLD SWEDISH COUNTRYSIDE, LET ICTIIM TAKE 
YOU BEYOND THE CLICHES OF VAMPIRE MYTHOLOGY. 

A ■» -. 





THE ILLEGAL BLOOD 
TRADE IN CHINA 'S HENAN 
PROVINCE HAS CREATED 
ONE OF THE WORLD’S 
MOST SCANDALOUS AIDS 
EPIDEMICS. FRENCH 
JOURNALIST PIERRE HASKI 
WAS ONE OF THE FEW 
WESTERNERS WHO WAS 
ABLE TO BEAR WITNESS. 


WORDS DV PIERRE HASKI 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY PAUL WILLOUSHSy 
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IS early in 2001 , a few months 
after I became a Ibregn correspondent in Beijrig, 
that I received an anonymous e-mail with a link 
to a website. There, I found a comprehensive 
description of an offcial blood trade in one of 
China's most populous provinces, and how it 
turned deadly for thousands of poor peasants 
contaminated with HIV/ AIDS. 

This detailed account mentioned an 
unbelievable figure', one million people affected. 
And It gave precise details, names, dates and 
quotes from offcials in Henan province who 
decided on, implemented and covered-up this 
disaster. If true, it would classify as one of the 
greatest scandals of the global AIDS epidemic 

I was shocked, and puzzled. How could a 
scandal of this magnitude be hidden in a China 
which, while still an authoritarian country, could 
no longer as efficiently suppress information as 
the old days of Maoist rule? With hundretJs of 
foreign journalists running around the country, 
could this accusation be true? 

When foreign journalists take up their 
posting, they are made to sign a Foreign Ministry 
commitment to obey a set of rules. One of them 
specifes that joumalsts should not leave Beijing, 
the capital, without the prior approval of the 
place or institution they want to visit, belt a local 
government, a company, or a university. 

Aithough no one respected this rule, you 
knew that you could get into trouble if the stakes 
were high for the government. Being new to 
China, I hesitated, but the Beijing rumour mill 
started feeding me with additional details about 
the 'AIDS villages' of Henan, where peasants 
were dying in large numbers. I decided to go 
and check, whatever the risk. I couldn't imagine 
staying in Beijing when such a mass pandemic 
was happening just 600 miles aw%. 


I few to Zhangzhou, the capital of Henan, with 


menfoned in the original text from the we 
At the airport, I chose a young taxi drive 
offered to pay him double if he agreed to t 
driver for three d^s. He was thrilled and a 


iked 


My plan was simple: go from village to 
village, questbn five people in each location to 
check whether the ajmours were true, and how 
widespread the contamination was. When we 
arrived at thefrst village, a woman was plying 
with her young son while her husband was 
working the land a few metres aw^. tasked the 
frst question very carefully, not sure of how to 

“Do you know of people who sod thar blood 
in the 1 990s?'' I asked. ‘“Yes, me," she answered. 
“Do you know of people who became sick out 
of it?" Hollowed up. “I've just returned from the 
hospital, and they told me I had the fever," she 
repled. Her husband came over at this port and 
asked me, “Do you think it's contagious?" 

This was June 2001 . This woman was HIV- 


ositlve 


jt had nt 


her illness. She and her family knew nothing 
of a virus that had been known in the rest of the 
world for most of the previous two decades. At 
the beginning of thetwenty-frst century, China 
pretended ttel AIDS ddn't »ist. The government 
didn't inform its citizens about the disease's 
transmission modes, and covered up cases like 
this one, due to offcial negligence. 

During this first trip, I discovered that every 
adult had been selling their blood in the eariy 
1990s, earning 40-50rmb (four to five euros) each 
time; a welcome income in this poor rural region 
of eastern Henan, a province with a populafon of 
100 milibn, largerthan any European country. But 
since then, every village had had its frst deaths, 
its first orphans, its share of unexplained tragedy. 

A strongly built man turned his arms to me 
and showed the soars of hundreds of needle 
holes: “Do you think I will also catch the fever?" 
he asked. How could I tell him that in this deadly 
game of Russian roulette, he had very few 
cianoes of escaping the virus? 

under a mosquito net. Near his deathbed, there 


“EVERY 
ADULT 
HAD BEEN 
SELLING 
BLOOD IN 
THE EARLY 
1990s. 
BUT SINCE 
THEN, EVERY 
\l ILL AGE 
HAD HAD 
ITS FIRST 
DEATHS." 
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were empty bottles of fortifrer, the only drug his 
family could afford. His wife was shattered, and 
his son, who had returned from a job in a coastal 
town to see his father die, couldn't contain his 
anger. How could I tell them there were anti-viral 
drugs that could slow the development of the 
infection, but that they could not access them? 

I also learned more about the blood trade 
itself. How blood stations were either run directly 
by the government medical service, or by private 
sub-contractors, generally family members of local 
Communist Party officials. The Wood was needed 
to produce fortifiers, which are very popular with 
China's health-conscious new middle-class. 

Local health authorities thought they had hit 
upon a brilliant scheme for making money in a 
rural province lagging far behind Us more dynamic 
coastal counterparts. But the comWnation of local 
officials intent on lining their pockets and Wood 
collection centres lacking even the most basic 
hygiene and safety standards proved to be fatal. 

Certain individuals in charge of the Henan 
health system were essentially condemning 
hundreds of thousands of innocent people to 
a death sentence. When HIV was discovered 

'90s, the authorities stopped the whole operation 

even riots at the time because blood mon^ had 
become a much needed source of income. 

Not only did the authorities fail to warn the 
contaminated farmers that they carried a deadly 
disease, but they also failed to warn them that 
they could contaminate other people through 
sex or birth. So for the next decade, before the 
virus started biting, people from eastern Henan 
continued to have unprotected sex and have 
children without any knowledge they could give 
birth to HIV-positive babies, something that 
could have been easily avoided. 

I wrote my f rst report on this scandal 
that same month. At the same time. The New 
York Times published the f rst inteniiew with 

a remarkable woman. Dr Gao Yaoiie , a 
Zhengzhou-based retired gynaecologist who 
was among the fist to discover the HIV/AIDS 
contamination in some rural parts of her province. 


She tried to alert the authorities, only to find 
herself silenced and harassed after she spoke 
to the US reporter. 

From that point, the scandal couldn't be 
hidden anymore. In a two-paragraph statement 
later that year the central government recognised 
that something had gone wrong in blood stations 
across Henan, and measures would be taken 
to deal with the issue. It also announced plans 
to reorganise Wood stations across the country. 

m 

I went back to the same villages the next year, 
to assess what had changed, but I was In for 
another shock. 

When we arrived in one of the villages we 
had visited a few months earlier, we found a very 
different situation. Villagers knew they carried 
HIV - they knew how they'd been contaminated - 
and they were very angry. 

For two or three hours, a French photographer, 
a Chinese translator and myself went from home 
to home, listening to people who wanted to tell 
their story and were eager to be photographed, 
maybe their only chance before death. Eventually 
a police van came to arrest us: we had remained 
in the same place too bng and had been reported 
to the authorities. 

Th^ asked us to get into our car and follow 
them. But something unexpected happened. Two 
women we had just interviewed \aj down in front 
of our car to prevent us from leaving, and shouted 

At least they came and listened to us. You let us 
die without even listening." 

The scene quickly developed into a crisis, 
and the policemen were taken hostage. A group 
of young, overexcited peasants took over the 
leadership, and explained that no one, including 
us, could leave the village unless some higher 
authority came and explained to them why they 
were left without any medical rcare. 

Later in the day, the head of the district's 
health department drove into the village. He tried 


to argue with the angry villagers. But at one 
stage he tost his temper and told them, “In any 
case, you will all die." This was enough to start 
a riot. Immediately, the official's immaculate 

van. Some elderly people came to us and advised 
that we should leave as the mood was turning 
vengeful against the outside world, including us. 
We followed her advice, but some angry youths 
caught up with us by cutf ng though the f elds, 
and stopped our car on a dirt road. 

They surrounded us and banged on the 
windows. They ordered us to leave the car, 
otherwise they would harm us and contaminate 
us. They knew their power. My translator bravely 
pulled her window down and talked to them. 
“You're making a mistake, " she told them in a 
f rm voice. “If you have any chance of getting 
assistance, it's because people like them left the 
comfort of Beijing and came to tell your story." 

The young men were unimpressed. One of 
them shouted, “I've just lost my wife. I don't care if 
you die." But slowly the argument made its w% and 
one, then two of them, agreed they had no reason 
to harm us, and convinced the others to let us go. 

police had surrounded the region. We were 
arrested, interrogated and later expelled from 
the province, but not before signing a fully- 
f edged Chinese-style self-criticism for having 
broken the law by coming without permission. 

I was later summoned at the Foreign Ministry 
to be lectured along the same lines. 

This was not to be the end of my contact 
with Henan's AIDS villages. I later connected 
with a courageous young NGO activisL a committed 
Buddhist, who was trying to help Henan AIDS 
orphans. He had set up a home lor them 
in a town with a team of young Chinese volunteers. 

poice surround the house and dose the orphanage 
because it didn't have the proper documents. 
Meanwhile, international pressure on China, 
particularly from then-UN Secretary General Kofi 
Annan, started having an impaoL China recognised 
the existence of HIV/AIDS in the country, admitting 
that its puritan attitudes had not been fully 


rEspected. When Chinese president Hu Jintao 
shook hands with an AIDS-palienl during a visil 
to a hosptai, it was the signal for doctors and 
volunteers across the country to act 

But this evolution didn't translate into 
aol'on for the victims of the Henan blood scandal, 
in part because the officials who implemented 
the deadly trade were still influential and feared 
legal repercussions. They wanted immunity and 
the best way to guarantee it was to prevent 
outsiders from interfering, whether medial 
teams, NGOs or journalists. 

m 

In 2004, to my great surprise, I was apprached 
by a Chinese friend to write a book about my 
scperiencesfor alocal publisher. I never expected 
that China would acapt the words of a foreign 
journalist about on serf its darkest amers. Had 
things changed so dramatically? 

I frst met with a young woman from the 
state-owned publishing house. She was very 
open - telling me I had to be discreet in the 
book about the w^ people were antaminated. 
The purpose of the book, she explained, was to 
raise sympathy and overcome stigma among the 
Chinese publicfor AIDS vict'ms, particularly the 
orphans, and not to create political problems. 

I reluctantly agreed, wanting to see how 
far we auld go, but Insisted I remain free to tell 
the whole story in a foreign edition of the book. 
To my great surprise, the answer was positive: 
‘Not ony do we allow you to do so, we encourage 

mysterious. Was I being manipulated? Or were 

in the Chinese system? The answer came a lew 

publishing ampanylofrialise our agreement We 
met in the very formal, very traditional selling ol 
the private lounge of a famous Beijing teahouse. 
The woman who had been my contact gave a 
presentatxjn about the project, and we discussed 


the details. I then turned to the CEO, who had 
remained silent, to ask his opinion. Hts answer was 
ashcKjklo everyone, including his own employees. 
“China has Its ways of dealing with issues," he 
said. ‘Some are stilt taboos. HIV/AIDS is one of 
them, and we have to respect taboos." 

That was the end of the project. Everyone 
was angry, and we decided to go ahead with 
the book anyway, without a publisher. We had 
planned a final trip to Henan to do more research, 
and went ahead with it with the help ol our 
Chinese NGO friends. For one week we worked 
underground in the heart of China, something 

a controlled state. During the day, we would hide 
in the anonymous life of a big city, and at night we 
drove some 60 or 70 miles to the AIDS villages. 

The frst night, we nervously parked about 
a mile from the village, and walked through 
cornfields. We passed the sleeping house of the 
village Committee, who had set up a group of 
vigilantes to prevent outsiders from coming, mainly 
journalists and NGOs, both foreign and Chinese. 
We walked silently to our frst appointment, which 
had been organised by Chinese friends. 

We went from house to house for hours, 
leaving just before dawn. We were witness to 
a most dramatic situation, wHh medical chaos 
making things even worse than the absence txf 
treatment. The government had announced to 
the internal' onal community that It had started 
giving ARV drugs to Henan patients. What we 
saw, however, was a plan that was carried out 
with no ethics, no professionalism and no polHcal 
will to help. We saw despair, we saw death, we 
saw frustration and anger. 

m 

We also met remarkable people, like Li Suzhi 
and her husband, Wang Guofeng. Both were 
HIV-positive, had lost their respective husband 
and wife, had chidren from their prevbus marriage, 
and became a couple during the course of their 
fght for justice and attention. 


“WE WERE 
WITNESS TO 
A DRAMATIC 
SITUATION, 
WITfl 
MEDICAL 
CHAOS 
MAKING 
THINGS 
EVEN WORSE 
THAN THE 
ABSENCE OF 
TREATMENT." 
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USuzht's storywas heartbreaking. Her 
husband was a carpenter employed on 
construction sites in big cities. One day, years 
after seling his blood r the '90s, he became 
il and doctors had difficulty with the diagnosis. 

He bad heard about AIDS in the big cities and 
told his wife that he would kiil himself if he had 
been contaminated. 

He went to do some tests in a hospital, and 
his wife went to get the results. It was, indeed, 
AIDS. The doctors told her he only had a 
few weeks to live. To allow her husband to 
die peacefully without knowing he had been 
contaminated, she bribed them to give her 
a fake test result 

She later met Wang Guofeng wHIe petrtioniig 
lor the rights cdI the villagers; they were arrested 
and harassed together. When I met them, they 
were a powerful couple, feared and respected 
lor giving coherent expression to the peasants' 
demand for justice. 

A few weeks after we met, they called me in 
Beijing, telling me they were about to come to the 
capital. But they never made it. They were arrested 
on their way, taken to a special prison, deprived of 
ther foreign-manufactured ARVs obtained through 
an NGO, and sentenced to a year of house arrest. 

m 

At the same time, I came across an internal report 
written by an extremely courageous Chinese 
doctor, Zhang Ke, of Beijing You'an Infectious 
Diseases Hospital. He had become involved 
in the Henan crisis in the late '90s, and was 
threatened with his life by the local authorities 
if he continued to put his nose in their business. 
But he continued, visiting Henan ctandesfneiy 
numerous times, documenting the pandemic in 
a unique way, providing the only reliable data. 

In his report given to China's central 
health authorities in January 2005, he gave 
his [Conclusions. He explained that the disaster 
could i^ve been avoided if a few key conditions 


If there had been no paid Wood donation at 
that time; if the government had not appealed 
to the puWic to go for the paid blood donal'on; 
if the paid Wood rjonations had been stopped in 
1 994, when HIV was first detected, and effective 
control and prevention measures had been taken 
at that time; if control and prevention measures 
had been taken in 1 999 at the peak of the full- 
blown AIDS cases; if the rural public health 
system was comparatively complete; if they 
had acted immediately. 

“None of the 'ifs' have been achieved today," 
he wrote, “and our disaster is still going on." 

Based on his fieldwork. Dr Zhang went on 
to estimate that 300,000 lives would probably 
be lost in this disaster. The original doojment 
I had received back in 2001 had estimated the 
total number at one million, and Henan authorities 
have given the official figure of some 25,000 
cases. Dr Zhang is the only one who provides 
some scientifc work to support his claim. 

He went on to say: “Nobody will be 
responsible for this disaster and nobody 
needs to be responsible for the disaster. 

The occurrence of a disaster has its objective 
historical background and historcal mvitabllity, 
and our people have to gulp this cup of 'bitter 

Dr Zhang, as a doctor, was ready to forget 
about responsibilities in order to get patients 
treated, and to put an end to unnecessary 
suffering. But ultimately there was no justice, 
and no end to the suffering. 

Last year I received an ominous message from 
a health worker who had returned to the AIDS 
villages. “Not much has changed since you wrote 
your book," it said. The system was the winner. The 
blood stcandal of Henan s only a footnote in China's 
massive, historical transformation. A shameful and 
deadly footnote ® 

Pierre Haski was Libiralion 's China Bureau 
Chief from 2000 to 2006, and m 2007 he co- 
founded the website Rue89 with other former 
journalists from the newspaper. His book. 
China's Stood Trade , is published by Grasset 
(Pans) and Susanna Lea Associates. 


“BASED 
ON HIS 
FIELDWORK, 
DR ZHAN6 
WENT ON TO 
ESTIMATE 
THAT 300,000 
LIVES WdOLO 
PROBABLY 
BE LOST 
IN THIS 
OIS ASTER.” 


IKia .lil [RTBIBF OIVLINE Nt 






VAMPIRES WALK AMOIVE US. AHD FLY. AND 
SWIM. AIVD WRIGGLE. BUT HBW DU THE REAL 


LIFE BLBBDSUCKERSmACTUALLVmDB 


WBRBS BY 

'JAMESWBRAMBLE ILLUSTRATIBAIS by EMILY ALSTBAI 


>KI I SUBSmBE ONLINE NC 





ammi 




pulls out a dead bat. II ksoks pale and pathetic from its Immersion In alcohol, 
but its black eyes, thorny teeth and strange crumpled nose - something 
like a small, tanged scrotum - are still enough to inspre caution. Lane lifts it 
up and spreads Its bony wings. 

“As you see, they are quite liny, literally the size of a targe house mouse 
with wings,’ he says. “If you look, you can see its teeth. The/ re like needles 
in the bottom of its tip. In this particular one, which is called Desmodus, they 
actually have a little cleft, a little gully for the blood." 

This Isa vampire bat, and Lane is Director of Science at the Natural 
History Museum, having previously been Head of Entomology - the study 
of insects. In particular, he has specialised in the Vectors', or carriers, of 
disease - travelling extensively in the developing world to advise bodies 
such as the World Health Organisation . 

“Nearly all vampire bats land near their host and then crawl up and 
make a small bile, which you can feel as a little nip, and also in;ecl an 
anticoagulant with their saliva,’ he continues. “The blood they lap up with 
their lillle tongues, so I'm afraid there’s no sucking out through the fangs. 
They literally lap it up like a cal with a bowl of milk.' 

There's something primal, atavistic, about the idea of animals that feed 
on blood. When Lane describes a friend who woke up on an expedition 
in Brazil to find the whole of his chest covered m blood (“H was almost 
defnilely a vampire bat feeding on him in the middle of the night.') you can 
imagine the frisson of tear and fascination that kept Bram Stoker up at night, 
pen in band, imagination firing strange salvos onto the page. 

Vampire bats are the most iconic eclo-parasileson earth, yet their link 
with the mythological vampire Is only relatively recent - probably originating in 
the Victorian penny-dreadful Varney the Vampire by James Malcolm Rymer. 

The vampire of English and German Gothic fiction popularised by 
Rymer, Stoker and Byron drew heavily on eastern European folklore, with 
its basis in real medieval torturers and tyrants. But more importantly, its 
success as a genre results from tappng deep into that unholy trinity in the 
primal backwater of our brain: of sex and blood, blood and death, death 
and sex. The vampire is a force of unfettered natural impulse - driven by 
an unsettling, preternatural hunger, both victim iser and victim of its own 
condition, blurring the distinction between dominance and submission. 

While that cauldron of ambiguities and taboos had an obvious appeai 
to Victorian audiences, this fictbn was also steeped in the Romanticists’ 
rebellion against the forces of the IndustriaiRevoiution: of unfettered reason 
and progress in the name of enlightenment. In this sense, at a time of 
intellectual certainties, the vampire offered reassuring fear and bewilderment 
at the opaque and overpowering force of the natural world. 


The frst recorded use of the word Vampire' was a response to just 
such a natural phenomenon. The eighteenth-century epidemic of bubonic 
and bovine piague in southern and eastern Europe saw mysterious deaths 
followed by exhumations which revealed that the unfortunate occupants 
had regained consciousness and scratched at their coffins. Entrenched 
and morbid folklore, and the burgeoning and credulous trades of medicine, 
media and religbn, quickly led the hysteria 

One Peter Rogojowitz was sad to have risen from the dead and killed 
up to 10 people in a small Hungaian village. He was described as a 'vanpiV, 
and within three months a corrupted version. Vampire’, appeared in French 
and English newspapers for the first time. Vampires were soon the subject 
tjf serious discussion amongst doctors, clerics and philosophers. 

Ironically, the key trigger of this hysteria - the plague - was indeed 
being spread by an insatiable bloodsucker, the rat flea, but this remained 
unrecognised until as late as 1 698. Herein lies an interesting, if unsettling, 
allegory on the irrationality of human fear. 

“It would be interesting to know whether people had a fear of bats 
before vampire stories,’ says Lane. “I think people have a fear of bats 
because they are extremely difficult to understand. They come out at night - 
that’s got to be weird - they fly around like little mice with wings, and 
they make these funny noises. Is that why wears anxious about them’’ 
They don’t bump into us, they don’t get into our hair.' Perhaps there are 
more rational reasons. After ail, bats icarry rabies. But as Lane points out, 
“We actually didn’t kntjw about that until very recently. So whether these 
are primeval fears, I don’t know.' 

Lane’s fascination with the natural world, and especially in the spread 
of disease, is in large part motivated by an interest in the points where 
nature and mankind meet. “Where you get tsetse flies, generally, you 
can’t raise cattle. So the expansion of human beings using rattle in Africa 
IS limited, not because tsetse flies are the problem but because of the 
parasite they transmit [which harbours sleeping sickness],' he explains. 
“The history of the evolution of human beings, the history of the evolution 
raf different species as to where they can live, is determined by insects 
that suck blood, which I think is quite amazing." 

But bow exactly does it work? How are certain creatures able to 
live on nothing but blood? That, says Lane, is the miracle of evolutionary 
design: “ft’s quite complioaied feeding on blood. While blood is a fantastic 
resource, it’s actually quite dangerous to get hold of. The first obstacle is 
that they have to find a host. Now usually, but ncDt alw^s, th^ are feeding 
at night. So they use infrared detectors, which are unbelievably accurate, 
COj receptors, water receptors and then a number of extremely 
sophisticated chemical receptors, which pick up the smell of the host. 
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Different hosts smel of different thrgs and we know that various organisms 
can pick them up from several kilometres away. You’re looking at some 
extremely sophisticated engineering.’ 

Evolution has generated many forms of erzto-parasltic behaviour and 
design. Some, such as the head louse and body louse, feed on only one 
host: humans. Others, such as the tsetse fly, feed on many. Somewhat 
disturbingly, the crab louse, or pubic louse, infects both humans and 
gorillas. Underwater parasites Ike lampreys suck on the bbod of other Tish; 
while leeches feast on fish and mammals, including humans. In the Amazon 
river, the candiru has developed a legendary reputation by detecting urine 
in the water and attaching itself to the urethra of its, often human, victim. 

This varied behaviour Is the embodiment of Dawkins’s ' selfish gene ’. 
But as Dawkins himself points out, in the world of the endo-parasite, 
or internal parasite, where the survival of the organism Is dependant on 
the survival of rts host, cooperative behaviour can be essential. This close 
relationship with our own parasites has arguably been one of the keys to 
human survival. Recent studies have suggested that the rise in conditions 
such as asthma and stomach disorders may be a result of the fact that 
after thousands of years of benign co-existence, worms have been purged 
from our internal places. Reintroducing the hookworm and pig worm to our 
system would be like reintroducing an old and helpful friend. 

For ecto-parasltea, the issue of survival is driven by a more simple 
equation of supply and demand. “You don’t sit on a tree branch and 
then saw off the branch from the rest of the tree,' says Lane. “As htjsts 
become scarce, so does the ability of the parasite to reproduce, ft’s 
almost like lions and gazelles. If lions are super-eff dent and kill most of 
the gazelles, lions die of starvation, ft’s what we call a balance - but It’s 
not actually a balance because it’s fluctuating all the time. Occasbnally 
parasites are over-effcient and kill off their host and go extinct. That 
is how evolution works. There is no guarantee that any evolutionary path 
is going to go anywhere." 

So what of humans? If parasitism is such a beautiful method of survival, 
might a bit of bloodsucking be a good way of perpetuating the species in 
these difficult times? Blood is rich in fat and protein, although it lacks certain 
vitamins and minerals. Even so, could we ‘go vampire’ and subsist on blood 
alone? “We could,' agrees Lane. “People in East Africa live on blood. They 
breed their animals and live on the blood. The meal is kept as a currenicy, 
as your status in life. So you milk them and you bleed them. But," he warns, 
“it isn’t exactly a balanced diet." ® 

To support the work of the Natural History Museum, go to 
www.nhmac,uk/take-part . 



taKss a atrarga kind of alchemy to pmduce a phenomenon, bui whatever the secrei. Tomae Alfredeon appeara to 
be m on ft Let The flight One In has quietty bean deaitng upon the international feebvaJ arcuil, while the good folk 
£< the Interret Movie Database havefat thebmeef goinglo Qrees)gol together to vote the film the sutth-beet scary 
movie ol all bme. Cnbca queued up to setect if m thev picks of SOOB. andmternef chatrooma buzz with approbdon 
tor thsdveclor'a deft re-mragming of the lampie genre 

Yet the man credited with bnngirg John Afride Lndqvist’& blood-drenched novel to the screen has. until now. 
been beat known m his Swedish homeland kx dvecling TV comedy, and diaiiicastha very idea of dshning tilme 
according to genre For Altredson, such cat^orisMion ‘le tor maiketieg people to do Whether video stores pul 
this on the comedy or the drama shelf a up to them I reatly don’t Isbb if I have to be motved m that decusann. 
K’s very disturbing to have a headlms abovs thmga Ycxj don't havs that on pamtngs - |a sgn laXing you] what you 
sixxild tael when yaa«ee them At the same time, I can dearty see Ihil the film • not obviously thia or that [genrel 
I realty Irks that, when people gel confuead ‘ 
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This manifesto might ba dismissed asauteurist dogma were it not fo> Alfredson's utlsi lack of ego, and his 
staunch unwillmgneas to be seen as the new torchbearer for a genre that has tottered from unreconstructed 
eipleitatior flick to post-modern satire to full-on spoof within the last couple of decades. While some fans and 
cmcs have dectaied AKredson to be horror’s saviour, the director himself admits Ifiat ~ apart from watching a tew 
Bela Lugosi flicka on TV as a kd - *1 deliberately didn’t watch any horror films or scary stuff when preparing for the 
film - and maybe that's one of the rsasons why it’s not that conventional," 

You can say that again. Convention B probably one of the earliest and bloodiest victims of Let The Right One 
in. a film in which the purest of puppy love blossoms betwssn Oskar, a bullied and introverted IS-year-old boy, 
and his new netghbour- atimid, pre-pubescent girl salted Ek who happens to ho dependent on a fresh stream 
of human blood to keep her alive (well, undead) As our moral compass shifts between outrage, intrigue and 
admiration for the poor, wee homicidal mites, we experience a curious loosening ot the emotional strail)ackel that 
most mainstream moviee demand their audiences wear 

‘I suppose when you try to explore you own mmd as a filmmaker, and the things that make you scared, I often 
come back to childhood," muses AHredson. ‘Today Pm not so scaied anymore." The director may have emerged 
relatively unscathed from he years 0I adolescent angst but hie formative experiences have equipped him to 
appreciate the power of childhood imagination. ‘I don’t think that fear happens during a scary thing, 'he argues, 
“but before or after it. For instance, if you’re invoived m a car accideni, you wouldn't be scared at the time, but you 
would get scared afterwards, or you would get seared imagining that you might be involved in a car crash in the 
future. Your mind works very much in this way when you’re amak. Your imagination b very lively, and your feelings 
are - certainly m my case - much stronger when you’re young. Laughter b louder and silence e deeper. All the 
things connected to strong feelingsarsstrongsr when you are at these ages." He pauses fora moment, before 
jokingly noting, ‘Children become veiy vulnerable loo, of course. They make good inclims in a 






TOMiS iLFREBSON SPEAKS TO LWLIES ABOUT HIS IBNORAIICE 
OF VAMPIRE FILMS. THE JOY BE PLAYIRG TRUART, ANB WHY THE 
mTERRET IS KILLING THE FILM INBUSTHY. 
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Social aervices migtit ba waiting in tbafoyar to question AHredeon about that one but 
demonstrate the direcloi'a acute ability to lap into the paychologicaJ life of his audience ar 
other filmmakers would rather leave uncovered. Oskar’s brutal treatment at the hands of 
al school bullias might have tbScwed the familiar cycle ot courageous suffering and nghtsous deliverance from euil 
had It not been fci Alfredson's insistence that such ckches obscure the emotional truth he demands. ‘Traditionally 
stories about bullying are about this sad boy. He is a very good-heartsd person, who sits on he bed, crying and 
bearing he croas very bravely The bultee hit him for two hours m a film, and then finally he atanda up and fighia 
back. I don’t thmk that stoiy’s very tiue. nsally.' 

For Alfredaop, Let The Right One In is instead a chronicle of what happena when psychological trauma e 
internaheed to the point that it simply has to be vented - whether as rags, or vampiiism. ‘As I sse it. Eli e the 
embodiment of he [Oskar'e] anger. And how else could his anger be? I mean, could he anger be beautiful? It you 
harass somebody for long enough, what would his or her anger look tike? It you beat someone for two years, and 
you were to look inaide that person's thoughts and ses his or her anger, it would look awful-' 

TheiepiBssed rages in many ways the sourcebook tor the world of Let The Right One ih, a pbce where people 
on the margina of society hereto create what Aitredsen calla ‘parallel untvetses'tusl tosurvrve *1 remember myself 
having hard times when I was 10 or 12-yBars-old,‘ recalls the director. ‘I grew up in a family of five, and everybody 
was stressed in the morning Uy parents went to work, my broths and aistsr wentto school, and I played this gams 
of pretending to go to the station to go to echool, then watmg on the plalferm and going home again. Then I had this 
houseof ours br the hours, which was my own litlls country, my own little land, where I couiddo whatever I wanted. 
Then I hed to return to realrty by playing this game of lying about going to school. This parallel world was so soothing 
and so quiet and so lonely. I suppose there are a M of people in the film who hare their own parallel unwsieeethat 
they have crested for their own silence, as a w^ to have some peaca and quiet, andloairvive' 

Survivaliel introepectior is certainly no alianqerlo the streets ot Blackebera - the waJk-in Ireserof suburbiethal 
acts as ths film’s pnncipla setting CEven though it looks verydepreKing - almost a caricature of Swedish gbom 
- t’s kind of true,' admits AHredson) Such a bleak backdrop suits up the film's curiosity about the mental damage 
human beings infkcl on themselVBs and otheis - not least through thsir unquenchable desire to eettle m places that 
even Mother Nature seems to have given up for dead. ‘H we have a hard winter, you often ask yourself, 'How the 
hell could people come hem in the first place? Whydd they st^7'*saysAltred60n. Thee cia^l Twenty d^rees 
below zero, or mom. H’s mcomprehensibte. Eveiything to do with life e artificiai heat: food has to be imported; hghi 
eaitificel. Everything that reminds you of lib e artificial. And there the people, 
another, in their mspeclive eilencss.' 
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As Lei The Right One In conPnuee to accumulale enough festival sikmrware to ward df a whole cohort ot vampmse. 
you oould be forgiven for thinking thd the Swedeh film mdustiy is once again in rude health. Sadly that ain’t so, 
according to Alfrsdson, who e caustic m he attack on those he believes are responsible for ths slow strangulation 
of the country's film industry 'We’rs having some really rough limee in Sweden now, because we are the most 
computerised country in the world and everyone has a lancy computer and a broadband connection, We have 
very liberal downloading laws, and peopls steal everything. This film was or ths internet one week after opening, 
and that « a catastrophe for us.‘ 

If the digital cloud has a silver bn mg it le, as Alfredson acknowledges, its power to accelerate the breakdown 
of ths geographical centnaJem that has ruled the film industry for so kmg. 'I Ihmk Hollywood today M 
a physical place,' he argues 'H is becoming a global place too. Hollywood is producing in 
European filmmakers am producing in Hollywood. H is liks ths nams or an mtsrnalional filnf- 

This creative (if rot financial) dscentrahealion offers indigenous film industries a fresh# 
new audiences. As Alfredson sees it 'The Swedish film industry now is really drained S mgg^ but it is maybe 
trying la be more international to survive m this crazy environment where everybody rssggjriflhe stuff you do.' 

And the future of matron pictures m the brave new digital world? ‘I don’t know. When films with sound and 
leleyiaion came along, no one knew what wasgoing to happen. Everybody tends to get very nerwjue when money 
starts going m a different direction than it has done tradiSonally I think we’re in the middle of that change now, 
whan money lakes new paths It’s vsry hard to imagine what is going to happen with the film industry, kkaybe the 
music industry will show us a little bit of what isgemgto happen, because they are five years ahead in this cnsis.' 
he adds. ‘Suddenly we have a miHion lock stars on the mtarnel but nobody has a big audience. There’e a backwards 
logic to this. Anyone can be a rock star, but each and every one doesn't have many leteners I don't know if this 
will happen with the Mm indoetry, that films wilt shrink m proportion too.' 

WhateuBi the see of he nsxl project, one thing's for certain- with the releaee of Lei The Right One /n, Tomas 
Altmdson has announced himself as a big, big talam^ 
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THE MAN. THE MYTH. THE CELEBRITY. 


K\T■,v.;31^0N30^^THEM0''■‘^ 


RI:LI:ASI:I] in CINIIf^AS NAIIONIflDi: ^^ARCH I3 


V o» >1 ie./ 

f eCLV 4 


IH THE WORK OF RUSSIAN ARTIST VANIA ZOURAVLIOV, THE 
AESTHETIC OF J-HORROR MEETS THE ABSINTHE-INFUSED 
MADNESS OF EDGAR ALLEN POE, UNDERSCORED BY A 
DEEP WELL OF EROTIC FASCINATION. WHAT FOLLOWS IS 
A TRIP THROUGH A DARK AND DISTURBING IMAGINATION. 
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LWLiES: CAN YOU BRIEFLY TELL US HOW 
YOU GOT TO WHERE YOU ARE NOW? 

I came over to UK when I was a teenager and 

photographer. 

WHAT HAS BEEN THE MOST MEMORABLE 
MOMENT FOR YOU IN YOUR ART CAREER? 

A monograph of my work was published last 
autumn and that was a very special occasion 

photographs published before, but this was the 




YOUR WORK IS FILLED WITH MACABRE 
SYMBOLISM. WHERE DO THESE MOTIFS 
COME FROM AND WHAT DO THEY MEAN? 



what LB macabre or dark is often subfectrve and 




THERE'S A TIMELESS QUALITY TO YOUR 
DRAWINGS WHICH EVOKES THE WORK 
OF OLD MASTERS WHAT RELEVANCE DO 
THEY HAVE TO YOUR WORK AND WHICH 
MODERN DAY ARTISTS INSPIRE YOU? 

In terms d inspiration, whether something is old 
ornew is cl no importance lo me, al that matters 

at old paintings or photographs. They show me 
that people and their desires hardly changed 
throughout the centuries. There is also an almcet 




IF YOU COULD ONLY LOOK AT ONE PIECE 
OF ART FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIFE, 
WHAT WOULD IT BE AND WHY? 

SPECIFICALLY, WHAT FILMS, DIRECTORS 
OR FILM GENRES INSPIRE YOU? 

lam much more into firms rather than directors or 
genres. Some of my favorite films are: Rashomon. 
Kaidan. Belle de Jour, Kumneko , The Fearless 

Vamdre Killers, La Reine Margot. Den-en Ni Shsu 


All Images by TftnIaZouravllov at Big Active. 
Previous page: Furstf/i der Finsfem/s(2007), 
%so m^azine. This page, left to right: Demonism 
(2005) personalwork; AfaKEffiort Drinkitg 
Songs’ (2005) Ici d'alleurs; WncentOI\/ei 
EPJ’(2006) Lo Ftecoiifings. 
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FROM AFFLICTION TO AODICTION, LAWRENCE 
PEARCE, WRITER AND DIRECTOR OF CULT 
VAMPIRE MOVIE . SINKS HIS 

TEETH INTO THE LANDMARK FILMS OF AN EVER- 
EVOLVING GENRE, AND CONSIDERS WHV IT 
CONTINUES TO REMAIN RELEVANT FOR MODERN 
AUDIENCES. 



mpire film has bng 
or dedicated fans of the horror 
genre, but over the past decade there has been 
a notable resurgence in the number of fangs and 
fear' movies being released, both in mainstream 
cinema and on the independent drcuiL 

The earliest cinematic vampires were 
supernatural monsters. Landmark feature 
Nosferatu (1 922), a German outing for 
Friedrich Wilhelm Murnau, portrayed the 
vamprre as demonic, shadowy and particularly 
creepy in an unlicensed version of Bram 
Stoker's Dracula , which was ultimately sued 
by Stoker's estate and not seen again until 
1 994 when surviving prints were restored. In 
1931, Bela Lugosi starred as the Count for the 
first time in Universal's Dracula, a portrayal of 
the vampire that struck a nerve so profoundly 
In its masochistic audience that it spawned 
a successful sub-genre of Dracula movies, 
all released by the same studb. This seminal 
vampire film also etched into our minds an image 
of evil dressed in a black cloak, floatrig through 
shadows, hissing and baring fangs before 
draining his victims of blood and innocence. 

Fast-forward to contemporary cinema 
and the mythircal vampire now takes many 
different shapes, as it has become an iconic 


figure representing the ills, fears and taboos of 
modern society. 

Before breathing new life into gun-wielding 
'daywalkers' in Blade II (2002), Guillermo del 
Toro first explored the world of the vampire in 
1 993's Cno/ios . Over a detcade later he would 
explain that hrs feature debut was ‘a story In 
whbhayoung girl gives her grandfathers vampire 
as a pet'. Mixing a refreshing yet uniquely surreal 
take on the genre with an allegory about US/ 
Msprican relations, Cronos also delves into themes 
of mortality and addictbn. Antiques dealer Jesus 
Gris ('Grey Jesus', played by Federico Luppi) 
disrcovers an ancient mechanircal beetle white 
boking after his granddaughter. Unbeknownst 
to him, the device holds prisoner a real immortal 
beetle inside its rcasrg tfaLit' return far the host's 
bbod, will grant eternal life. 

By the time Angel (Ron Perlman) - the 
American nephew of a Howard Hughes-styte 
recluse greedy for Immortality - pays Jesus a 
visit, the beetle has already raptured its host, 
like a dealer snagging a new junkie. ‘The only 
true mortal character in the film Is the daughter, 
who does not are about time and is immune 
to the concapt of death," explained del Toro. As 
the beetle draws bbod and gives [fe, Jesus fnds 
himself addicted to blood himself and rJegrades 


in front of our very eyes, losing the life heonta 
loved for a longing that is never fulfilled. “By the 
same token," del Toro continued, “I wanted to 
show a vamptric chain that went alt the way to 
the insect locked w'rthin the devica. It is bcked 
there Irke a living friter and is at the same time 
the master and the slave." 

With Cronos, del Toro paints the undead 
as bcjth casualty and killer: ‘The ultimate vamprre 
and the ultimate victim." The vampire In Ns world 
is not only an addbt of immortality, power and 
hunger: he is also a reluc^ntfrgure of sadness, 
bss and loneliness. This separates him from 
the classic monster out to seduce and deflower 
young virgins, waging war on all that is good 




m 


It's an rncreasingly common depictbn in the 
modern vampire movie: the biciod addict as 
lead protagonist and ncjt justa supernatural 
villain. The nightwalker is the suffering anti-hero, 
a tragic figure on a downward spiral unable to 
resist hrs urges, and becoming a prisoner of his 





Tomas Alfredson's Let The Right One In (2008) is 
the perfect example. Essentially a tragic romance, 
once again the vampire, Eli, is a victim of her own 
affliction. It also touches on issues dealing with 
bullying, drugs, theft and murder, with the baa of 
innocence powerfully depicted through the child 
characters. Ell feeds off others both literally and 
metaphorically, yet she offers Oskar a new Itfe - 
and without demanding a price paid In bbod. 

In the hugely influential Kathryn Bigelow 
movie. Near Darfc d 987). Adrian Pasdar plays 
Caleb, an everyman who is seduced by estrange 
girl, Mae (Jenny Wright). Disguised as a love 
bite, Mae nips Caleb's neck and then runs off, 
leaving him to descend into shivers and sweats 
over the next 24 hours. His symptoms are those 
of a drug addict but, without understanding the 
cause, Caleb is left to die until Mae and her band 
of nightwalkers return to welcome him into the 
fold. Realising his fate, Caleb reluctantly joins the 
blood-feeding activities of the group but refuses 
to kill, opting instead to survive off Mae's blood 
until he is forced to decide bdween his real family 
and his new friends. 

Near Dark represented a new slant on the 
genre, a take that presented vampires forced by 
their urges to carry out deviant acts, shun their 
tamilies, living Just to get their fx. It has influenced 
countless movies since, inspiring an influx of 
creative talent and a rise in the number of movies 
being made. Vampire films became a platform to 
expbre a tragb disease (this in the midst of an 
AIDS epidemic), grounded in the bleak realities 
of modem society. Even in mainstream affairs like 
the Blade franchise, with its extremes of aotbn, 
plot and character, the lead hero is a reluctant 
vampire carrying the weight of dependency and 
the desire for redemption on his bread shoulders. 

More recently. Twilight (2008), directed 
by Catherine Hardwicks , has taken the young 
demographb by storm, exploring the world of the 
vampire through rose-tinted teenage sunglasses. 
But even with its tween romance, the film touches 
on the sexual frustration that accompanies 
adolesrosncs. Adapted from the novel by 
Stephanie Meyer, Twilight contrasts human 
frailties with an almost glamorous view of the 
darker, supernatural side of vampirism, identi^ng 
that mysterious, sinister quality that defines the 


vampire dynamic and the danger that attracts 
us. But all the while Edward (Robert Pattinson) 
is vulnerable and misunderstood. The dilemmas 
explored tap into that now-tamiliar portrayal of 
the vampire as sufferer, laden with guilt and 
primal urges that he/she struggles to fight 

Which brings us to Night Junkies (2007), 
a small indie feature focusing on Vincent (Giles 
Alderson), a bnely, reclusive figure who, having 
been 'turned' by a lady of the night, spends his 
time feeding his new addietbn like an addict 
prowling the streets for a score. He is good- 
hearted despite the atfliction, and falls in love 
with a stripper named Ruby (Katia Winter), who 
runs away from the safety of the club where 
she works (there is a Jack the Ripper-style 
killer wandering the streets) in a bid to escape 
the ruthless owner's attempts to push her into 
■the game', and his psychotic right-hand-man's 
obsessive advances. After a night of passion, 
Vincent is unable to resist his need for blood and 
feeds off Ruby. However, without killing her, he 
has turned her into an addict as well and, when 
Ruby's body is crying out forsomething she 
cannot understand, she returns to the source. 

Vinroent and Ruby fall further in love, bonding 
over their loneliness and questions of morality. 
When Ruby retuses to live the life of a junkie 
and decides to go cold turkey on the blood, 
Vincent kills the lecherous Maxi as the couple 
attempt to make a new life. Maxi's right-hand- 
man (never named) tracks them down, leading 
to a bloody finale where he is revealed to be 
the vampire serial killer on the streets, and Ruby 
gives her file to allow an injured Vincent to feed 
one last time and save his own. 

It is a tragic love story, doomed from the 
beginning, filled with characters that are all 
missing something - every character is feeding' 

intention was to show a ‘vampiric chain' running 
through all the characters. 

m 

The reason behind making a modern vampire 
movie is to explore how, as a society, we are 


all vampires to some extent, and the more 
destructive ones are merely the ones we let in 
the most. Indeed, in Let The Right One In, the 
title refers to vampire lore, which states that the 
vampire can only enter your house if you invite 
him in, placing a portbn of the blame on the 
victims themselves. 

In Night Junkies, the only character who 
refuses to become a parasite is Ruby, who 
insists on fighting her addiction. Vincent, while 
a sympathetic and welhmeaning character who 

picking his victims, still feeds off the blood of 
others. Maxi feeds off his strip club, where the 
money flows like bbod through his veins, and 
the girls being coerced into giving themselves 
up for the clients are Ns victims. Even before the 
right-hand man is revealed to bethe killer, he is 
clearly parasitic in his obsessive love tor Ruby 
as he leers over her in a dressing room, begging 
threateningly for her to love him and only him. 

Though sperding most of its time at the eye 
level of these characters, the film also views the 
bigger picture; accusing the drug industry and 
the illegal sex trade of also being vampiric, 
sucking the tifeout of all involved. Here, the pusher 
is both master and slave to the addict, much like 
the beetle in Cronos is master and slave to Jesus, 

This refleetbn of society is perhaps the 
source of the recent resurgence in the number 
of vampire movies, from mainstream to indie, in 
reroent years. The vampire movie once held a 
minor to our fear of the supernatural and reigbus 
derance but, as reigbn has waned in its inftuence, 
so the genre has had to evolve. The vampire movie 
was also a source of exploring sexual rspressbn 
but, as we are becoming more and more liberal 
sexually, this has a^o waned as a theme. 

Now, the relevance the vampire movie has 
for us as an audience is to hold up a mirror to 
society's parasliroal nature, forcing us to see and 
understand how, in every level of our world, we 
'feed' off others in one form or another. And yet, 
by offering redemption to these dark characters 
that fill the modern vampire film, the audience 
- and society in general - is offered the same 
redemptbn. As long as we are able to bok at 
ourselves in this unveiled way, the genre will 
continue to thrive I® 
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He snuck into c 
Stephen Krng - I 
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the cold hard stri 


I isn’t at all what you expect. This is the guy who writes at 
) give blowjobs to paying paedos) and a horny, half-meltB< 
1 . Weird shit. You ought to be able to tell, you know? Pic 


lOut young kids 
I zombie whose 
k up the vibe, i 


IS. But Lindqvist is considered, intelligent, even phlegmatic. His conversation is punctuated by 
rs - the occasional, disconcerting laugh. He sounds .. sane. Maybe that's the weirdest thing of all. 

IS quietly set about reinventing the horror genre. As a kid, he read every book in the 'CkJid Shivers’ 
jndred, from classics like The Incredible Shrinking Man to the worst kind of bargain basement trash, 
cinemas - The Fop , Halloween 2 , Death Valley . He absorbed the cliches of James Herbert and 
the blood and guts, the gore and grime - but then he threw it all out and started again. 

/as Let The Right One In. a vampire novel that substituted Gothic castles, counts and coffins for 
rests of a Swedish suburb. This was a very real, very ugly world of drugs, alcohol and sexual abuse - 
t all. “I tried to portray what it felt like at that time when I was 1 S-years-old,' says Lindqvist today. 


“and that was a lot darker and a lot colder." 

This IS the horror genre re-lmagined in Lindqvist’s own image: set in his home town of Blackeberg, in the 
apartment where he grew up, in the school where he suffered experiences “quie similar" to those that Oskar - 
the young bullied boy whose life is changed by his love for Eli, a vampire - survives. 

It’s an extraordinary novel whose power comes from its ordinary setting. It’s as much a story about the waking 
dead of Sweden’s social underclass as the undead of vampire mythology. Though the tove story between Oskar 
and Eli is written with great warmth and sentiment, look closely and there’s a vein of cynicism in some of the book’s 
more political passages. The alcoholic, Lacke, bitterly complains that towns like Blackeberg were designed to be 
perfect, but something was wrong with the rulers, the angles. 

“A lot of people in Sweden look to this time, 20 or 25 years ago, as a sort of golden age," says Lindqvist. “It 
wasn’t, obviously." This was the era when the right-wing gained power for the first time in 40 years and the welfare 
safety net started to fr^. According to Lindqvist, the west of Stockholm became a major drug centre. “Everyone in 
school had an older brother who was involved in it," he recalls. They were the tough guys." 


In the usual narrative, Lindqvist would have survived this world through his writing - using words as a weapon 
to keep the dark sde at b^. But that would be too neat, too dichbd: Lindqvist took an altogether more winding road 
to success. In his teenage years, his relationship with the horror genre dwindled. He worked as a street magician 
in Stockholm, then a stand-up comedian. Ha wrote for other, more famous performers and even tried his hand as a 
pl^wnght, unsuccessfully. Eventually he started to hit the skids. “I didn’t have enough commissions to write for other 
comedians, my own career in the scene was almost finished because I wasn’t getting any bookings and the theatre 
pieces weren’t very good," he admits. 

Almost on a whim, he decided to write a short story, just to see if he could. “Somehow it had never occurred to 
me that I could write a horror story," he says, but he sat down, gave it a go, and the result was Our Skin, Our Blood, 
Our Bones. Named after the lyrics from Morrissey’s ‘There’s A Place In Hell For Me and My Friends’ (just as Let The 
Right One In is a title taken from Morrissey’s ‘Let The Right One Slip In’), this 20-page short was a zombie story set 
on a small Swedish island. “It wasn’t really very good writing," explains Lindqvist, “but it was a really exciting story. 
So I thought, ‘Yeah, I know this. I know how to do this - to create excitement through scares’." 

The public agreed. Let The Right One In was an instant success, and it wasn’t long before the production 
companies came sniffing for the film rights. Only when Lindqvist met Tomas Afredson, however, did he feel he'd found 
somebody who really understood what his story was about. “I felt that he was one of the few directors, especially in 
Sweden, who works in the same vein as Ido, which. Heel, is trying somehow to be very melodramatic but not tipping 
over that edge where it becomes ndiculous," he explains. “Tomas was someone I could relate to - who understood 
what I wass^ing. We didn’t have a language barrier between us." 



HOW DfD A FORMER MAGICIAN, 
STAND-UP COMEDIAN AND HARDCORE 
MORRISSEY FAN CHANGE THE SHAPE 
OF THE HORROR GENRE? ONLY JOHN 
AJVIDE LINDQVIST HAS THE ANSWERS. 
WORDS BY -ATT BOCHENSK: 
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On© barrier did exist, however:© little matter of taste and decency. No matter how much Alfredson ‘got’ Undqvist, 
no matter their shared passionlortelling this tale as a love story not a horror story, there was no avoiding the fact that the 
novel was going to have to undergo some fairly significant changes rf it was going to make it to the screen. Bm censors 
aren't known tor their permissive attitude towards child prostitution and kids climbing into bed with each other. 

It's the kind of thing that drives most writers to despair, or at least to a studied, defensive indifference, but Undqvist 
embraced the process of adaptation. “I'm very pragmatic,' he says. “Although I should be the one who's sensitive about 
rt, I tell people, ‘This is a movie. This is a different thing. We can't rely on the old story - this is the movie script; let's 
concentrate on that.' I learned that this is the only w^ to approach it,' he continues. “I couldn't possibly be sentimental 
about the book because then I wouldn't be working as a scriptwriter, I would just be a pain in the ass for people trying to 
make the movie.' 

Working alongside Alfredson and an independent script consultant, Undqvist began to make his novel look and feel 
more likeafifm.The role of one of the characters, H4kan, was significantly reduced, not just because his behaviour was 
too extreme for cinema but also because in terms of the narrative, it was complicating the threat to Eli, diverting the 
audience's attention from the growing confiict between the vampire and Lack©. 

Other cuts, however, feel more significant. Oskar’s 'piss ball’, ©device he invents to deal with the fact that he wets 
himself, is nowhere to be seen. And yet this is crucial to our understanding of Oskar - it reveals the depths of humiiatlon 
from which Eli rescues him, butabo the capacity for quiet determinatbn which, in turn, will save Ei's life. As it happens, the 
piss ball made it into an early out, but it didn't survive the test screenings. “Nobody really understood what this was that 
he was fiddling with,' Undqvist reveals. “H was difficult to put rt into imagery without explainng what it is, so it had to go.' 

So too did one of the book's most dramatic scenes; when the looked door to Eli’s bathroom is finally opened and 
she’s revealed, sleeping, in a bath of blood. This is the moment when Laoke can no tonger deny the evidence of his 
own eyes - when he's finally forced to admit that he's facing the unthinkable, the unbelievable: a vampire. In the film, 
the blood IS gone, replaced by dirty blankets, but Lindqvist has another good explanation: “This was completely my 
own decision,' he says, unapotogetio. “I simply felt that this somehow belonged in another film - this was more The 
Grudge . It would pose too many questions about how is this possible. Without explaining it, it seemed too much like 
just trying to strive for an effect, so I deeded to remove it.' 

Speaking of ‘another film’, even before Lei The Right One In receives most of its international premieres, work is 
already starting on the Hollywood remake. Cloveiiield s Matt Reeves is slated to direct, a decision that Lindqvist s^s 
he's happy with. Beyond that, he doesn’t have much ebe toadd. Though it's hard, no, impossible to see any of hb book's 
subtext making it to American screens, he refuses to take too much of an interest. It’s seven years since Lindqvist first 
brought Bi to life - “I’m really through with this story,' he s^. 


There are other novels, and moreadaptations, to focus on. Lindqvist's second book. Handling The Undead, is currently 
being translated for release in the UK later this year. Just as Let The Right One In took the vampire genre by the throat. 
Handling The Lfridead radically exposes the old dichSs of zombie horror. It sees thousands of corpses come back to Ife 
in Sweden’s morgues, but rather than ushering in a George Romero-styl© apocalypse, the undead simply want to go 
home. Once again, this sa novel about family and society as much as guts and gore. 

But now that Lindqvbt is hot property, can he continue to s^r true to his roots, or will the pull of movie mon^ make 
his writing more commercial? The author, of course, is adamant that he hasn’t changed, arguing that his style has always 
been ‘filmic’ “because I describe scenes rather than delving into language. Some people write like this. When I read a 
Stephen King story -and I don’t really read him much anymore - it’s like you have ©film running in your head because 
the Images are described in such aw^ that they are conveyed to you visually on the page also.' Nevertheless, hes^, 
with a not© of defiance, his next novel, a story rich in Swedish pop culture, will be 'unfilmable': although bethought the 
same thing about Handling The Undead, and now he’s working on the script with Alfredson. 

At least he's no longer carrying the burden of being Sweden’s sole international literary sensation. Stieg Larsson has 
posthumously emerged as one of the word’s best-seling authors wrth his ‘Millennium Trilogy', the first part of which. The 
Girl With The Dragon Tattoo , was a murder mystery that oscillated between the financial and media centre of Stockholm, 
and the frozen countryside of the north. Larsson, a noted anti-tascbt campaigner, handed in the manuscript mere months 
before his mysterious death. Last year, he sold more books than JK Rowling. 

Inevitably, some people will lump Lindqvist and Larsson together as a sort of 'New Swedish Literature’. They share 
ataste forth© sexually shocking and the pacing of old-fashioned page-turners. But the comparisons don’t extend much 
further. “I can’t really feel that we’re part of anything together,' says Lindqvist, adding guiitily, “I feel like the lucky one: he’s 

Alive and on his own. Let The Right One /n defies categorisatbn; it defies being seen as part of any kiid of rcollectivB. 
Lke Lndqvist himseit, it’s unique, a one-off, heading in directions that other people haven't even considered, nevermind 
dared to tread. And remember that was he first book. A beginning. The mind boggles at where it’ll end Hi 
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/mo/fm/ry is at the seductive heart of vampire mvtholobv. but as science 

ACCELERATES, YOU WON’T NEED TO OFFER YOURSELF TO THE UNDEAD TO BE ABLE TO LIVE 
FOREVER. LWLIES HAS TRACKED DOWN THE MAJOR PLAYERS IN THE GAME OF LIFE TO UNCOVER THE 
FASCINATING STORY OF HOW WE’LL ALL SOON BE DEFEATING DEATH. 


cufturE has atlEmpted Id conquer death, from the cycles 
□red by Hinduism and Buddhism to the alchemical len/our 
of early China England, for its part, can not only boast Isaac Newton's long, 
strange mid-career pursuit of the Phiosopher's Stone, but also considers itsetf 
the resting place of the Holy Grail - the cup of Christ that bestows eternal life. 

Our fascination with the vampires of James Malcolm Rvmer . Bram Stoker 
or Anne Rice can be explained, at least in part, on their seductive promise of 
immortality. Not only do these creatures Irve forever, they live forever young; 
frozen, flawless. The world is their oyster; lime their plaything. Who wouldn't 
sacrilicB their humanity to the vampire's bloodlusl if the pay off is an eternity 
of indolent, erotic pleasure? 

But in the absence of the undead, we're going to have to find another 
way to satisfy our craving for everlasting life. And that is where an ever- 
increasing number of scientists are keen to step in. 


Modern science has yet to agree on what makes us age. Our bodies 
are pre-programmed to grow and repair themselves, so why - to borrow 
a phrase from what is already the long-dislant twentieth century - do we 
come with an in-built obsolescenoe filed as standard? The nineteenth- 
century theory wse that once we had procreated we withered and died to 
make way for the next generation. It implies that evolution has some form 
of intelligent hand at the tiller, and that - though it may remain a comforfng 
thought - IS patently not the case. 

Today there are a handful of competing theories as to why we age 
and die. None of them prove enfrely satisfactory, but advances in gene 
manipulation, biotechnology and computational power could mean that in 
the future - which, in icase you didn't know, will be arriving much sooner 
than you think - we might not even need to understand our mortality in 
order to defy it. 



“MY WORK IS NO MORE A 
‘THEORY’ THAN THE WRIGHT 
BROTHERS’ DESIGN FOR 
A PLANE WAS A ‘THEORY’.’’ 


THE NEXT ICE AGE. SPLINTER CELL. 


H's nolhing that's going to happen overnight, of course, but there exists 
a quietly growing community of ardent believers prepared to go to extreme 
(though they might argue quite sensible) lengths in order to stick around 
long enough for technological advances to permit them to achieve 
something iike immortality. 

Cryonics (as opposed to cryogenics, which is the study of how matter 
behaves at Brtremely low temperatures) is a burgeoning industry that offers 
its clients unlimited time in the cooler while they wait for the exponentially 
accelerating forefront of science to catch up with their hopes and dreams 
of everlasting life. Running at around $100,000 for the full package, it's 
abundantly clear that this treatment isn’t entirely the preserve of crackpots 
and high-minded hobbyists. 

Far from serving as a dead-letter office for the soul, cryopreservation 
and the more common practice of neuropreservation - which freezes 
only the brain in the assumption that by the time the technology exists 
to revivify frozen grey matter the regeneration of a new body will be mere 
bagatelle - offer an entirely viable form of life extension. 

The premise of cryonics is that the memories and personality of a 
being are stored within the cellular structure of its brain. Freezing the 
brain, utilising a combination of ciyoprotectants to combat the formation 
of damaging ice crystals, captures the subject in the precise state in 
which they entered stasis. The snag - and there's always a snag - is that 
cryopreservation is not reversible by current scientific methods. How far 
tjfl It remains is ncDt clear. “Fifty to a hundred years for people currently 
being cryopreserved," estimates Ben Best, CEO of the Cryonics Institute. 
“and perhaps as iittls as 30 years for those subjects of cryopreservation 
technologies that do not yet exist." 

The Cryonics Institute was inicorporated in 1 076; not amid the freak- 
fag flyin' fakes of Southern California or the log-cabin liberals of Aspen, 
but just outside the blue-collar Motown grime of Detroit, Michigan. H's 
just one of a handful of organisations currently offering a chilled slice of 
postponed foreverhood. 

Controversial English gerontologist Aubrey de Grey explains further. 
“Cryonics is a yery important area of biomedical research that will save 
enormous numbers of lives as soon as people start to reaisethat cryonics 
patents are only legally dead, not necessarily biologically dead. Once 
you realise that, cryopreservation is^st a natural extensbnofthemedically- 
induoed comas that are done in hospitals every day to improve the 
chances of recovery from an operation." 

But while cryonics offers temporary sanctuary from the march of time, 
research into eliminal’ng the causes of ageing itself conl'nues apace. 


De Grey is author of the book Ending Aoino. and co-founder of the 
Methuselah Foundatbn,a non-profit medircal ohartfy with no less a mission 
statement than caging the subtle thief of youth himself. They are working 
towards this end by promoting a programme of running repairs to take 
place within the body at the cellular level. When asked about his theories', 
De Grey doesn't hesitate to correct the line of questioning: “My work 
doesn't involve creating theories - theories are explanations for how nature 
works. What I create are technological proposals for manipulating nature, 
specifically for manipulating ageing. My work is no more a theory' than the 
Wright brothers' design fora plane was a theory'." 

That out of the way, he goes on to outline the aforementioned 
proposals. “Ageing is essentially the same in the human body as it is 
in a simple, man-made machine: various types of damage accumulate 
as intrinsic side effects of normal operation. For a long time there is no 
consequence tor the overall functioning of the machine, but eventually 
it declines and fnally fails completely. In the case of the human body 
the maintenance will mainly involve replacing lost cells, eliminating 
unwanted cells, removing molecular garbage and breaking unwanted 
chemical bonds." 

It has long been believed that there are only a finite amount of times 
that our cells can divide. This results in their decreased ability to replenish 
themselves; our bodies failing us in old age. It is a phenomenon known 
as the 'H^ick limit'. Does de Grey foresee any vtay to break through the 
glass celling that it Imposes? “Certainly - insofar as it's an obstacle at all. 
We can overcome the H^iok limit if and when we need to by introducing 
ceils to replace the ones that have stopped working." 

The idea is that if our DMA can be reprogrammed to permanently stave 
off disease and degeneration then our bodies can go on working indeTnitely. 
But as Dr Steven Gane of the London Centre of Nanotechnology is quick 
to point out, this does not guarantee copper-bottomed immortality; rather, 
“It is merely not dying from old age; not the complete inability to die at all. 
After all, rear crashes will still be fatal." 

But like de Grey, Gane sees no practical obstacle to the deployment 
of his particular branch of science in the battle against the causes of ceil 
degeneration and ageing. “Nanotechnology is the science of the very 
small; the realm of weird quantum etferds that underlie our ordinary world. 
We know that the ‘blind watchmaker' of evolution baa made rcountless 
extremely intricate atomic-scale machines capable of building bone 
and jelly, brain and brawn, and hope we may be able to do the same. 
Nanotechnology is the closest we will come to replical'ng, and exceeding, 
the miracles of nature." 


ITE 




“WE’LL HAVE THE HARDWARE 
AND SD FT WARE TD RECREATE 
HUMAN INTELLIGENCE DY 
THE END DF THE 2020s. ” 


THE GHOSTS 
AND THE MACHINE. 


If keeping our bodies in perfect working order in perpetuity can't fully 
realise our quest for true im modality, then - in the future as envisaged 
by the likes of Dr Anders Sandberg of the Future of Humanity Institute 
at Oxford University - we might be well advised to slough off our fusty 
biological overcoats and simply go digital. “The idea," he explains of the 
Institute's research, “is to scan a brain in such detaii as to get both its 
tissue structure and chemical propedies and then compile the images 
into 3D volumes where software finds the connectivity and estimates cell 
propedies. We would ultimately put these into a neurai network simulator 

It might sound a little far-fetched, perhaps even ludicrous, and there 
are many, such as noted neuroscientist Professor Susan Greenfeld, who 
not only doubt its likelihood but also question its validity. Proponents 
of such ‘mind uploading' remind us, however, that mapping the human 
genome was very recently considered an impossible undedaking, only to 
be completed a mere 1 2 years after the inception of the Human Genome 
Project . Dr Sandberg even-handedly addresses both of these points when 
he says, “There is a difference between having a map and understanding 
iL If, for instance, you gave me a circuit diagram of a loomputer processor 
I might be able to understand how each little pad works, but have no clue 
what the whole system Is intended to do." 

Such well-intentioned ixincems have rarely derailed mankind's innate 
desire to barrel on regardless when it comes to refning every technological 
innovation from fire to the firewall. As Ray Kurzweil relates, we are 
already well on a like-it-or-not course toward the birth of High Street 
neurotechnology: “IBM is already crealng a simulation of about 10,000 
oodical neurons, which includes tens of millions of connections," he says. 
“The f rst version of this process will simulate electrical ardivity, and future 
versbns will also simulate the relevant chemical activity." 

Kurzweil is perhaps the only man with a demonstrable claim to 
the awkward but increasingly relevant title of 'futurist'. An inventor and 
businessman, the recipient of dozens of awards and Honorary Doctorates, 
and the author of a remarkable senes of books on futurism, technology 
and artifcial Intelligence, his predictions have a staggering hit-rate. 

“Humans need about lOquadriilion [10'*1 calculations per second 
[CPS] to provide functions to all the regions of the brain," he explains. 


“Some supercomputers are already at 100 trillion [10'‘] CPS, and will hit 
10'® CPS around the end of this decade. Several with one quadrilion CPS 
are already on the drawing board, and two Japanese efforts are targeting 
10 quadrillion CPS by the end of the decade. By 2020, 10 quadrilion CPS 
will be available for around $1,000." 

That's a oomputerwithall the cumulative processes txf a human brain 
for the price of a holiday. With the advances in neural mapping and the law 
of accelerating returns that Kurzweil believes are driving up computational 
power at an ever-IncreasIng rate, we will soon have access to the 
rudimentary tools with which to carve out true immortality. 

“We'll have both the hardware and software to recreate human 
intelligence by the end of the 2020s," he predicts. “We'll be able to improve 
these methods and harness the speed, memory capabilities and knowledge- 
sharing ability of machines. We can then back up the information. Using 
nanotechnology-based manufacturing, we could recreate your brain, or 
better yet reinstantiate it in a more capable computing substrate." 

This process, believes Simon Gane, will “likely produce the same kind 
of behaviour as the real bram. Whether it would be independently conscious 
or ‘the same person' as the original brain depends much on your particular 
philosophical views; I think we have to do it to see how it turns out." 

Whether the gift of immortal life woud, however, turn out to be a curse 
is a subject that has long been considered by the f nest minds. In his 1755 
essay Of the Immortality of the Soul, Scottish philosopher David Hume 
suggested that without the terror of death mankind would not have a/olved 
at all. In the nineteenth century, the hero of Mary Shelley's eerie short story 
The Mortal Immortal finds that unyielding life leaves him “...alone, and 
weary of myself - desirous of death, yet never dying," 

Even as far back as the fifth century BC, the Greek lyric poet Rndar 
chastened himself to “Strive not, my soul, for an immortal life, but make 
the most of what is possible." Tomorrow - or someday so like it that rt 
makes no odds - the eternal opb'mist in Kurzweil expecds the everyday 
and the infinite to fold into each other. “In my view, death is a tragedy," he 
s^s, with the conviction of a staunch humanist. “It's a tremendous loss of 
personality, skills, knowledge, rebtionships. We've rationalised it as a good 
thing because that's really been the only atternative we've had. But disease, 
ageing, and death are problems we are now in a position to overcame." © 
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Not just one of the most 
aniicipaied films of the year, but 
of the laa quarter of a century. 

The greatest graphic novel ever 
written The one that Terry Gilliam, 
David Hayter, Darren Aroncfeky 
and Paul Greengrass all failed to 
adapt for the big screen The one 
thQ' said no one could. That's a lot 
of weight fora film to shoulder. 
All of which makes 300 director 
Zack Snyder's Watchmen even 
more impressive: it's stylish, adult 
and veiy, very fathful. 

How do you introduce 
supeiheroes no cjie has ever heard 
of? Who don't have superpowers? 
Who are just damaged men and 
women who dress up in funny 
costumes? How do you explain that 
a luminous blue demi-gDd helped 
Nixon win the Vietnam war and 
stay on as US president? That a new 
generation of masked vigilantes 
have been outlawed and someone 
is murdering them? 

Sr^er does it all in one brilliant 
stroke. Scored to Bob Dylan's 'The 
Times They Are a-Changin", the 
stunning opening-credits montage 
glides us through a startling new 
vision of the twentieth century. 
Gaudily dressed men arresting 
bank robbers. JFK picked off by a 


grinning dgar-chomper behind the 
grassy knoD. An astronaut standing 
on a lunar surface with a giant 
blue figure reflected in his visor. 
These former vigilante heroes being 
dragged into retirement, asylums 
or the morgue. 

From there on in, even at two 
houts and 40 minutes. Watchmen 
never slows down for a second. 
Actually, that's not true. It slows 
down a lot . Whether it's superhero 
sexor sequences of brutal, bone- 
snapping viotence, Snyder loves to 
lean on the slo-mo, savouring and 
styligng the action at every beat. 
Thke the scene vhere retired crime- 
filters Nite Owl 11 (Patrick Wilson) 
and Silk Spectre I! (Malin Akerman) 
batter a gang of aley-thugs; faces 
crumple bones burst through fledi 
and blood spatters. Get used to it. 
Bullets in brains, arms sliced off with 
a buzz saw, splattyeviscerations... 
X-Meri: The La3 Stand, thisain't. 

Concussive as they are, Snyder's 
chop-socly fight sequences are 
as theatrical as the rest of his film. 
From Nixon's prosthetic nose-job to 
the rain-soaked synthetic backdrops, 
Snyder rever allows us to foigel he's 
making a comic-book artoptation. 
Then again, no comic-book has a 
soundtrack as ircredible as this: Nat 


King Cede's 'Unforgettable', Nena's 
'99 Luftballoons', Hendrix's 'All 
Along The Watchtovrer'. And truth 
is. Watchmen shouldn't feel like 
a comic-book superhero flick It's 
a PT Anrteison movie: a traumatised 
ensemble d characteis, not much 
aaken, less of talk. 

That's vdiy Snyder recruited 
actois not stars to breathe soul -sick 
life into their iconic roles. Behind 
a bald, buff, bri^t-blue coating 
of OS, Billy Crudup hides electric 
flickers of pain in the impassive 
face of master-of-matter Dr 
Manhattan. Jeffrey Dean Morgan 
aces his decade-spanning turn as 
amoral sociopath The Comedian. 
Matthew Goode grows steadfly 
insirfe his role as milfonaire mystery 
man Ozymandias Patrick Wilson 
effortlessly convinces as the ctoughy, 
impotent Nile Owl n. But his Little 
Children co-star Jackie Earle Haley 
is the best of the lot, nailing the 
sadistic, self-fating Rorschach. 

Admittedly, Malin Akerman 
doegi'tmakeasmuch impact as her 
latex fetish costume. Scoring a porr^ 
slo-mo sex scene to 'Halefujah' is 
pretty wince-irxlucing. And come 
the apocalyptic finish, anyone vdio 
hasn't read the graphic novel is 
probably going to be lefi scratching 


their head. Alan Moore 's story is 
dense, detailed and taverdesigrted 
to be swalloved in one sitting. 

M^be ihisisvAy the full wei^t 
of emotion, grim humour and 
tragerfy loaded in ifa novel doesn't 
(quite) come through. At times, 
Snyder seems to unpack the drama 
in slick sequences rather than one 
long fluid story, intently cross- 
cutting his way through Moore's 
complex weave of flashbacks, multi- 
character plotlines and altemaie- 
'80s exposition. There's a saying that 
a masterpiece has already found its 
perfect medium. Snyder has (tone 
as good a job as anycne could baxe 
done. That's a loaded compHment. 
But as compliments go, it's a huge 
one. Jonathan Crocker 

AnlcipalDn. A thrse- tiscaiie wait is abaiit 
tsead. @ 

EojoyiTieot Alaa Mxra's masterpiaca Itas 
[rads Ittatlesciaaa latslO 

Id RelrospecL Itwiild liaishtii ask 
fer til jchmre. Zack Snyder succeeds with 
an excellent adaplaticn.O 

Headoverip nMfinr'Sirtheffc^nfa 
1. lii WuiivneTi special feefuring 
dueaor Zadc Snyder and cast 




VIGGQ MQRTENSEN: 
STRAIGHT SHOOTER 
INTERVIEW BY 
ELLEN E JONES 
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VIGGO MQRTENSEN 






Viggo Mortensen would like you to know that his penis is far bigger in real 
life than it appears in the nude brawling scene in Eastern Promises . Just 
in case you were wondering. He hasn't said this out loud of course; he's 
far too decorous. Instead, we've done him thefavour of inferring it from the 
following exchange: 

LWLies: “Is it weird to know that so many people have seen you naked?' 
Mortensen: “Erm... No, I knew going in that rt was... I guess when you 
slop to think about how many people screen grab or selectively look, it's 
like, well, it's not the most flattering position, or something..." 

He squirms a bit at this point. 

Mortensen: “I don't know, but what are you gonna do? You've got to play 


Mortensen, it is clear. Is an actor with an admirable sense of duty. 
On this crisp winter day, he is silling in a plush suite in a posh London 
hotel on the latest leg of the publicity lour lor his new film Good. A IHtle 
dwarfed by the ridiculously plump sola cushions, he is less imposing than 
you'd expect Aragom, King of Men to be. His hair is mostly grey (Mortensen 
turned 50 last October) and has been allowed to grow overlhelopsof his 
ears. He's wearing dad jeans with a navy fleece and he's taken his shoes 
off. He seems tired, but then so would you it you'd recently flown through 
three continents in less than a week, and tiredness notwithstanding, he is 
thoughtful, engaged and unfailingly polite. 

Born in New York and raised in Argentina, Venezuela and Denmark, 
Mortensen spent time as a stage actor on the East Coast before moving 
to Los Angeles and beginning his screen career with the role of an Amish 
farmer ri 1 685 thriller Wtness . A senes of quality supporting roles followed 
- alongside A Pacino in Cariito's Wfey (1 993), in Tony Scott's Crimson Tide 
(1995), and in Gus Van Sant's Psycho (1 998). We'll call this the pre-Lord 
of the Rings era, because after Peter Jackson's Inlogy, everything changed. 
Along with the other principle cast-members, Mortensen was rocketed into 
the stratosphere of leading men, just in time lor hrs forty-third birthday. 

This comparatively late arrival has had its advantages, he says. “I iearned 
more about how feeling the sort of attention that sometimes comes your 
way car be, but mainly just how to be professional and help contribute to 
telling a story in the movies." Mortensen uses the phrase felling a story' 
severai limes over the course of our interview, where other actors might 
say 'playing a role' or ‘getting inside a character'. It's revealing because it 
illustrates how he wishes to be seen; not as a virtuoso performer, but as 
part of a team, doing a job. 

He is, however, rather an important member of that team. Mortensen 
is the kind of name that gets studio execs on the phone, puts scripts at 
the top of option piies and turns red lights to green. If the relatively 
small number of roles he's taken on recently is anything to go by, this 


is a responsibility he lakes seriously. His two collaborations with David 
Cronenberg, A HistOfV of Violence (2005) and Eastern Promises (2007), 
were particularly well received and Mortensen has an idea why; “We trust 
each other and we know that we're both in it for the same reason. We want 
to tell the story really well .. It’s not often that you fnd you're on the same 
wavelength with another artist." 

Hollywood casting agents lake note: if you want Viggo Mortensen 
in your movie, you belter have a great director and a damn good script. 
Or, failing that, at least make sure there are some horses. Mortensen, an 
accomplished rider and the author of a photography book simply tilled The 
Horse lis Good, has an unfortunate weakness for the four-legged beauties, 
which explains the tedious one-man-and-his-mare epic, Hidalpo iiOOi). 

Horsey movies aside, Morten sen's post-LOTR roles share a unifying 
theme. As Aragorn, he played an archetypal man of action and every role 
since has seemed like a variation on that theme. Tom Stall, defender of the 
American home, Nikolai the Russian lough guy, a swashbuckling soldier in 
the Spanish ianquaqe Alatnste (2006) and a manfully taciturn cowboy in last 
year's Appaloasa . His character in upcoming Cormac McCarthy adaptation. 
The Road, is simply called ‘The Man'. And then there's Good. 

Mortensen pl^s John Haider, a unruersity professor in 1 930s Germany, 
and a man so constitutionally averse to taking action that he gradually 
becomes complicit in the Nazi regime. B you've seen Valkyrie. Defiance or 
any of the big, bkjslerkig World War B movies out lately, then Good pacing 
may surprise. “There isn't a heroic gesture or a big tragic moment," says 
Mortensen, moving to the edge of the sofa as he explains. “Idonf godown 
In a hail of bullets or save everyone or whatever, and most movies about that 
period, they give you that, right? This one doesn't. You're not let off the hook 
as an audience member." 

Conversely, Mortensen conducts his own life with the kind of 
straightforward integrity which would be considered embarrassingly 
unoonvincrig in a modern movie protagonist. He maintars a dignified ctoud 
of mystery around his personal life (The people who have a lot of trouble 
with the press either consciously or unconsciously invite it.") and he takes 
action for the causes he believes in. In 2004, film critic Michael Medved 
accused Mortensen of “ill-limed political posturing" and “pacBi si preening", 
but Mortensen remains uncowed. “I don't just s^ anything. I try to stay 
informed as a citizen in the world, but I've always fell that when you know 
something's not right and that you could s^ something, to not do so is the 
same as lying. I'm not gonna shut up just 'cos someone tells me to shut up." 

You'll notice Mortensen has segued nicely backlolhelhemeoflhefilm 
he's promoting. He's clever like that. Bycu werea film director, he's exactly 
the kind of actor you'd want talking up your movie: on-message, but not in 
a bland, PR-trained sort of way. He's passionate, informed and willing to 
answer a question iike ‘Is it weird to know that so many people have seen 
you naked?' without the slightest murmur of complaint. 
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Are we all morons? Or is it his gradial compliance with the 

lime that HoDywood ditched the ascentteni Nazi party. He leaves 

Fngli^h.<jiealrin£;ai-inp: with dndgy his wife for 'Rhine maiden' Anne 
foreign accents and embraced the (Jodie Whittaker) and averts his 
realism that subtitles can afford? eyes from his responsibilities with 
At least this adaptation of CT ihe help of cheerfully amoral 

Taylor 's stage play has come up wingman. Maurice (Jason Isaacs), 

with a creative solution to the Then the good limes end, leaving 

assumed laziness of cinemagoers. Maurice in need of real friendship 
Set in Germany during ihe rise and Haider unequal to the task, 
of National Socialism, the cast At first the ethical dilemmas 

(a mixture of Brils and Americans) feel femiBar, and the concluaons 
haveopiedforauniformupper- foregone. Should Haider lake 

cbss British dravtf, ihusavoiding a stand against the burning of 
ite inadvertently comic effect of the books (er. . . yes)? Will he help his 
alternative, and making a poBlical Jewish friend escape persecution 
point to bool: \thal h^pened in (probably)? It also seems unlikely 
Germany, sajs Good, could have that the pro-Hitler arguments 
happened anywhere. of Haider's doUybird mistress 

A fair-haired and bespeaacled ('Anything that makes people 
ViggoMortensen leads the cast happy, can't be bad!") would 

as the everyman John Haider. persuade a man of his edutaticn. 

Haider is a univeraty professor YeJ, in Good the cathartic act of 

whose personal problems heroism >ou've been conditioned 

(demented mother, distant wife, to expect never arrives, 
dead-end career) are eased by This is a film without heroes arxl 


the resulting lack of amoral centre narrcwly escaped being caught 
is both unnerving and fascinating. in flagrante with Anne, hurriedly 

It's not that Haider is a particularly dresses to greet his wife. When he 
fervent supporter of fascism, but exits the room his passes are wonky, 
his most passionate objections ate But for all its flaws. Good is 

of the aesthetic kirxl - he finds all bold enough to explode a myth 

that shouting and banner-waving a that many bigger, better-made 

bit naff. Monensen's performance war-era movies haven't even 
proves he can do conienplible and dared confrcnl: oppressive t^imes 
spineless, just as belfevably as noble don't alw^ bring out the best in 
and brave. It's a versalilily ifHl'srare their victims. For every individual 
in a leading man - especially one made heroic by adversity, there 
with such impressive bone structure, must have been thousands of 
Il'sa shame director Vicente others with no heroic depths to 
Amorim'stranslalion from stage to be uncovered Ellen E Jones 
screen isn't quite as successful. 

Cin occasion both ife acting and MspitiH. Vou'vs S6n DsUancs aflli 
the dialogue sound stagy and un- Jted IsaitttsrWcirlil Warll drama 

nuanced. Mark Strong owner of the laallyneceasaiy?© 

Host menacing stare in showbiz, is 

effective as Ihe Nazi ofifeer Bouhier, Enjoynsit Saelag Morteaaa play against 

but Steven Mackintosh's inanely ^pe IsatlEatlKtlD lie mlSS6d,ev8nlftttt 
grinning henchman has definite Sirlptlsn't pUltaflpsratlnpatttHSama level. O 
ffiades cf 'AJIo 'AHo . The tone is 

also inconsisient. In one weirdly ti llBlnispBct Let the Ideas Sink In and yen'll 
CirTvOn moment, Haider, having leallse how unusual this movS Is. O 

A 




Mildly evocative of compatriot 
docu-maker Nioslas Philibetl's 
Retour en Normandie, former 
photographer Raymorvl Depaidon's 
beguiling Modem Life is the result 
ofa 10-year period spent filming 
the rural French farming 
communities of his youth. A 
collaborativeproject undertaken 
with the film's producer and 
experienced sound engineer 
CbudineNougaret, the series was 
initiated with 2001 's ProfilsPuysons . 

An intimate portrait that 
necessitated unlimited access. 
Modem Life offers a witness to 
faimeis' lives, values, family stories 
and all that binds them to the larxl. 


The film also looks at their legacies, 
questioning what will become of 
these peo[de and their rebtivdy 
uncomplicated edstence in the 
face of rapidly advancing 
modernism. Set in the French 
highlands and disproving the 
rration that small-scale agriculture 
isdead in his homeland, Depardon's 
film also seeks to disassocaie its 
participants - all carefully selected 
after first securing their complete 
trust - from the perception that 
their endless hard work is rewarded 
only with poverty, incessant tain 
and general misery. 

As wen as turning the spotlight 
on a rural culture rarely represented 


with any accuracy on screen, 
one of the other delights of the 
film is its unhurried pace. Long 
conversations such as a farmer 
bartering with a dealer over the 
price ofa heifer ate presented in 
cne long uninterrupted take in order 
to allow the subjects to truly express 
themselves. Intended to give the 
viewer what Nougaret ttescribes as 
'rearing time', atuations ate never 
manipubted, allowing the spectator 
to discover small details arxl telling 
insights for themselves. 

TTiough visually seductive, 
especially k3r anyone longing to 
escape the urban jungle. Modem 
Life is also to be admired Ibrtefuang 


to slide into postcard lyricism. 
Certain sounds - such as a tocster 
crowing - are entirely absent. It's 
deceptively funny too: an over- 
zealous farm dog in particular 
bringing a anile to the Ups. Admittedly 
under the radar, this is a discovery 
well worth making. Jason Wood 

AntcipatiDii A daciiine (itaiy about Freiicb 
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I seek out 
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JAMES TDBACK: 
HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMP 
INTERVIEW BY 
LIMARA SALT 


JAMES TOBACK 

■MMimiK i.ll' 



The firsi time we speak, James Toback is being shipped from country 
to country, festival to festival, promoting his latest f Im, Tyson. He’s having 
trouble keeping his eyes open. ‘I'm not quite retarded, just slow, like I'm in 
another state of consciousness,' he s^s. As the festival run finished a few 
weeks ago at Sundance, you'd think he'd be better rested for our second 
crack at an interview, but it's quite clear after ali of five seconds that he's 
anything but. ‘I've had, like, three hours sleep," he admits. 

Nevertheless, he’s still one of the most interesting, warm and funny 
people you're likely to encounter in an industry that he claims not to be part 
ofor realty interested In. His latest film is a side step, an often uncomfortably 
intimate documentary on Mike Tyson featuring the former undisputed champ 
speaking frankly about every aspect of bis life including the unfortunate 
incidents that took away his legendary status as a boxing star and turned 
him into a public pariahwitharape conviction, anger control issues and an 
apparent penchant for nibbling on other fighters' ears. 

It's a reputal'on that you'll (perhaps reluctantly) be forced to quesl'on 
having seen the film; a reaction repeated around the world that has surprised 
the director immensely. ‘I've been to more festivals lor this movie than any 
other ftm I've done; Cannes, Vienna, Oldenburg, London, Sundance and 

showing. I'm always happy for people to enjoy and react in a positive w^ 
to something, but it's been embarrassing and I say 'embarrassing' because 
sometimes compliments are harder to take than insults." 

Tobaok was born in Manhattan in 1 944 to a stockbroker lather and 
academic mother who was president of The League of Women Voters and 
a moderator of political debates on NBC. He holds degrees from both 
Harvard and Columbia and dreamed of being a pianist, conductor, baseball 
or tennis player. He dabbled in journalism before deciding that ‘great 
novelist' was his occupation of choice, but that didn't last long either. ‘I did 
other journalism but realised that it wasn’t leading to the places I wanted 
to go. I went to LA to do apiece on [American footballer, actor and social 
activistl Jim Brown, and getting to know him I got caught in a world that 
was so extreme and that opened up the notion of making films to me. Then 
haifw^ through writing The Gambler, I realised it wasn’t going to work and 
began imagining it cinematioally." 

Toback adapted the book into a screenplay, and that led to a first 
directing gig with 1978's Fingers , an unflinching story starring Harvey 
Keitel as a pianist tom between his art and his commitment to his loanshark 
father. The fim used Toback's back yard as a backdrop and he admits that 
his hometown has always been used as such. ‘It seemed to be a natural 
background of stories I tell and characters I explore, and In a way I kind of 


introduced SoHo and Tribeca with fv/ifle/s by timing on the streets and in 
warehouses. I've always loved the archrtectuial designs of the clyand I've 
Timed all up and down it, including Central Park, but I feel I've done New 
York and would like to film somewhere else." 

Despite breaking through at a time when the collapse of the studio 
system had opened the door to new, experimental young directors 
nicknamed the ' Movie Brats ', Toback was never part of that dan and still 
considers himself separate from Hollywood and its rules. ‘There's no 
communal feeling from me, I don't belong to the industry. I'm not one of 
them' or one of 'us' and when the/re there I'm here and when the/re here 
I'm there. I think of myself as existing in a parallel reality. I'm not coming 
to Elm as a film nerd, techno geek or genre obsessed film bufi. I'm coming 
as a person who has lued a wild, chaoTc ffe and wants to fictionalise that 
into an aesthetic form." 

Defining his younger days as 'wild' and 'chaotic' is a slight 
understatement of LSD induced descents into madness, excessive 
gambling and general recklessness that make him admit that he'd give 
his nght leg to re-do his twenties, even though he's genuinely amazed he 
lived past 36. Nowadays, with a nine-year-old son, the only pills he pops 
are vitamins, aibeit 1 25 a day. ‘I work on the assumption that iife depends 
on vitamins and unfortunately I'm not 27 anymore. As you age you're not 
aware of the limitations that attach themselves to you." 

It was that Irtestyle that inspired his work and relationship with Mike 
Tyson. As hes^ in the film, ‘No one who isn't an extremist can understand 
the mind of an extremist." Although the reacfon to the film has apparently 
changed people's view of Tyson, Toback's aim was something entirely 
different. 

‘Investigating him is very interesting and dramatic and it )ust happens 
to bean addition that I know him; I know that he comes across as riveting, 
especially when exploring Ns multiple natures. I alw^s thought Ns life raised 
signifxjant questions and contemporary themes: race, sex, crime, madness, 
ambition, money, fame. He's experienced everything that people endeavour 
to have, and one has to explore them to explore him and vice-versa" 

Thefact that Toback has made 10 films since 1978 already makes him 
an intriguing character, but as each film is drawn from experience and made 
perfect to the point of obsession, it's clear why he doesn’t make a film every 
year and he has no intention of changing that. ‘I wait for inspiration to come 
from reality around me," he says. ‘I make my own rules as I go along." 
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Mike Tyson is guilty of many 
things: violence; arrogance; 
stupidly. And he's guilly loo, of 
a crime. He stands convicied not 
just by ihecoun of hisloiy asihe 
'baddestman on the planet', but 
by a judge and jury in the state of 
Indiana as a rapist. 

The qi^slion facing director 
James Tbback is how he persuades 
peojde to sperd 90 minutes in the 
company of a freak. Because that's 
wlMt "^Bon is, or at least whai he 
has beccsne. "I newer lealy had an 
irrage of myself, "he sajs; but then 
he never really needed one. Tyson 
has been defined by others for his 
entire life; a creation of l^pe and 
headlines - a posl-rtodem monster 
for the media age. 

But here, alone on a sofa, 
Toback has allowed T^son to reclaim 
a sense of himself - to leD his own 
story in his own iMoids. The result 
is a head-spinning defiance of 
eqsecialions. 

From a smaD boy bullied by 
classmates to the undisputed 
Heavyweight Champion of the 


world, Tyson was stalked by feat 
Harnessed by his trainer Cus 
D' Amato, it gave him tlK strengh 
he needed to survive; robbed of 
D' Amato's guiding hard, it became 
the helpless rage that destroyed him. 

Acting more as therapist than 
filmmaker, Tbback coaxes some 
extraordinary insights into how it fell 
to beat the eye of Hurricane Mke. 
There are the parties, the sperding 
sprees, the multiple homes ard, of 
course, the figils - alw^ the fights. 
TtelboiageofTWan in his heyday 
is both ferocious and strangely 
sad. It's only in the ring that his 
expression seems to change, 
when the mask drops and a kind 
of ecstatic rage is revealed At his 
peak, Tison possessed a savage 
beauty that teetered on the brink 
of anarchy "In the ring I'm a god' 
he says. But it was outside the ring 
that his legacy was cemented 

More than besting perhaps, 
il was the women in his life that 
shaped lyscn. He speaks eifilicitly 
of his secual corxjuests - how he 
loved to dominate women in the 


bedroom, lo fird a powerful 
partner ard break her, loieD fer 
'no'. For Tyson sex and boxing 
were expressions of power. Here 
in these small, simpde spaces he 
could turn his back on the world 
and take control. He could be 
himself, even if, in being himself, 
he became an animal. 

Which brings Tyson to the 
subject cf Desiree Washington - 
■|hal wretched swine of a 
woman" . And yet, when he 
denies r^ing her in a hotel room 
in 1991, you might just fird yourself 
believing him. When you've 
confessed lo every other dirty Btlle 
secra - when histoiy las aheaefy 
condemned you - viiy continue 
to fight? Or is fighting written so 
deeply into Tyson's DNAthal he 
simply can't slop? 

James Tbback hasn't set out lo 
exculpate lysOT - against all odds, 
he earns a measure of sympathy. 
He's an angry, violent, coniradiclory 
man, but when he tells you that 
he's been betrayed by a/erybotfy 
he ever loved, that he lives in fear. 


that he's alone, you'll believe 
him - and maybe feel fo r him - 
because the truth is undeniable. 

For the first lime in his life 
he looks vulnerable. "1 got old 
too soon and smart too late," he 
says. And then Mike Tyson - the 
man who once promised to eal 
Lennox Lewis' children - cries; 
a vret, gurgling choke that rises from 
some secret place. At that pxjinl you 
realise that James Tbbackhas taken 
you straight through the looking 
glass and way, way out the other 
sde. Matt Bochenski 


wIb citM saiJ, "HI Mvoii'tllvtiilwe to, 
ii^toilsfsclarcBssaciwtfiai 
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InllBtriKpectj'OTwcitsliatterallyoiir 
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■One' didn't know that Queen 
Victoria's mum tried to usurp 
her succession by attempting to 
eaablish her own R^ency before 
her daughter reached 18. And 
'one' didn't know that the fledgling 
Victoria, once ensconced in 
monarchy, quickly fell out of favota 
by giving puppy-dog preferentials 
to then- Prime Minister Melboume . 
But then 'one' clearly waai't paying 
attention in history class, whereas if 
you know yourR^ina Victoriana, 
you might rather remain on your 
ottoman than at in this auditorium. 

However, ysau'd be missing 
some good material in this Mils- 
and -Boon-meets- the-morarchy 
mash-up. There's something 
inherent^ exciting about a woman 


coming into power per se; 
especially if she's been a pawn 
in a maternal power play and 
checkmated mother Miranda 
RicfBidson.lt hdps, too, if you like 
her, and Emily Blunt's Victoria is 
spirited, beaubful and nice to her 
Cotgi (okay. King Charles). 

And then there is director 
Jean-Marc Value's Zeitgeist grasp 
on how Victoria and cousin 
Albert's (Rifljert Friend) burgeoning 
rebbonship contains contemporaiy 
dynamics. How the woman in 
power oan emasculate. How the 
ideal man desires to rule 'with' 
rather than 'for' her. How she 
Ihs to find her queenly feel before 
she can contemplate marriage 
and the pitter-patter of the nine 


children that foDowed Blunt and 
Friend, meanwhile, have the kind 
of chemistry that requires goggles 
and dassroom supervisioa 
So why the bad taste in the 
mouth as the curtains come 
down? Fterhaps because there's too 
much of the hysterica] mixed with 
the historical. Or perhaps there's too 
much ofthe lecture hall about seme 
of the film's expcsitoiy scores. But 
the weirdest thing - the thing that 
epitomises this peculiar combination 
of hard-headed history and 
romanbo whimsy - is the fact that 
Martin Scoisese and the Duchess 
of York share a producing credit. 
Caught between cinemabc and 
actual royalty, the film fails between 
two disparate stools. 


Thai said, it's a grand waltz, 
niere's real resonance in seeing 
Victoria both protected and 
abused by her mother, before 
seizing the role of matriarch on her 
own lenrn. And in seeing, loo, how 
a woman fights Ibr the ri^llomake 
her own mistakes - then and only 
then is she reactyfora relationship. 
It's this that makes The Young 
Victoria a veiy contemporary role 
model. Lorien Haynes 

AntiepatiDn. Aoevenp ton the Qiieeit Vic. ® 

EnjivraenL Think Ihsenend Cheklm meetliig 
Germeine Greer inseld hoetelry. O 

In Retrospect Historical, lorranticel, political, 
hysterical, verp|[)patt|[res,optheccimcal.O 



FREQUENTIV ASKED 
QUESTIONS ABOUT 
TIME TRAVEL 


DRECrail 

STunic 


What do you get if y ou take 
I Shaun Of The Dead, ^ ublracl 
ihe zombies and add lime traveP 
Sadly, not Frequently Asked 
Questions About Time Ttauel. 

Firsl-nme screenwriler Jamie 
Mathieson's siory of three males 
who find a hole in time in the 
gents' toilet of tteir local fails to live 
up to its obvious modd. The script 
has a few goodideasiegaiding the 
titular questictis- does the 'Best 
Before' date on a packet of crisps 
really matter? - but the dalogue 
isn't funny enough to sustain the 
many scenes tfat ccaisisi of three 
blokes sitting in a pub talking albeit 



mSCTED g| Ra»M Btfslwil 
STWiaBHhalTt iUlty ' 
CdnChii«ni(kiflltaA» 


Filmed over the course of 10 
mcjiths at a Nfidwestem high schocJ, 
American Teen chronicles the lives 
of five teenagers; a jock, a neid, an 
artsy girl, a heartthrob and a princess 
Only it's not a re make of John 
Humes's 'SOs classij; The Btedtfast I 
[Club [ hat slipped under ihe radar. 

It sartocumentary. That's exactly 
filmmaker Nanette Burstein's point 
- to show the agony ard ecstasy of 
being 17, minus the shallowness of 
fictional teen drama. 

Set in the mostly while, mostly 
Christian town of red state Indiana, 
Burstein fbUows each teen throughout 
the senior year. They fit their roles 
perfectly. Colin is the star of the 
bastelball team, which, accoiding 
to ariy-weiid misfit Hannah, makes 



indifferent lime periods. 

Referend n jFIreflv ^ nd 
I Doctor Wlio Imieht be shooting 
fish in a barrel when it comes to 
the geek a udience - the Shaun 
of the Dead /poaced [ nodel again - 
but it's also shooting yourself in 
the fool if your film isn't as good 
as the shows you refer to. 

Meanwhile, debut feature 
director Gareth Carrivick would 


have rtone better to Bmil himself 
to in-camera techniques for 
suggesting time travel rather than 
relying at special effects to which 
his budget won't stretch. Cash 
constraints also mean that the 
oharismatic Chri s O'Dowd (the 
shabby dude fron jThgfTCroLuffl| 
is left without aclois of equal status 
to play offi settling instead for the 
surprisingly charming Anna Paris, 


who pops up every now and then as 
an inept time cop. Alexander Pashby 

Antcipitiin. Hirt traol.eli? Wliat quesDoos 
anil htw frequently? O 

EiDyment fbw liariiMultlitbeteliulldatlire 
iraciiiiie to ^ back andmiiioii the scPpt? @ 

In Relrospect If ittaa^tito exist wuld it real^ 
be so bad? 0 



him 'secoradonlyto Jesus'. Jake is 
the token and- geek who's desperate 
for a girlfriend despite a crippling 
shyness, acne and a '60s bowl cut. 
Milchis the heartthrob who strug^es 
with his reputation while dating 
Hannah. And lastfy there's Megan, so 
wealthy and popukr she praoically 
rules the schod. Pink Ladies-style. 

As the drama pl^ out, you 
can guess the end way before it 


arrives. But the intense realism 
should be uracomfortable these 
are real people. Hannah and Jake 
stand out particularly as they deal 
with beingthe social outcasts of the 
school with a guod amount of wit; 
whfle the jock and resident bitch 
manage to gamer unlikely empathy 
for having tough parents. Funny 
and fresh, it won't break boundaries 
but it will make anyone thankful 


for growling up. Limara Sail 

totclpifim Teeitaqers are endless^ enteitaming 
wittuutevenkinwliiqit O 

EiDvraect An Intoresonq and awkward insiqbt 
Into aclassic Airerltan institutiDn. Like visitinq 
tbe zoo, only better. O 

In lleIrDspBct Serious^, wbo would want to live 
tbiouqb tbataqaln? O 



RIZ AHMED: 
ARTFUL OODGRR 
INTERVIEW BY 
MATT BOCHENSKI 


• -iV 

RIZ AHMED 


Eran Creevy couldn’l have picked a better name lor his debut feature. 
There’s something evasrveabout the way it defies expectations, dodging 
the pitfalls of the fist lime film. Because Sf)/% shouldn't work. An urban 
drugs drama shot in 16 days for a hundred grand, this is exactly the kind 
of film that audiences have learned to avoid through bitter experience. 

But Shifty is ditlerenl. Shot with a confidence and verve reminiscent 
of early Danny Boyle, it skips deftly around the genre's cliches, powered 
by a script that screams personal experience and a breakthrough 
performance from lead actor Riz Ahmed. 

You gel the feeling that Shifty's biggest problem is going to be the 
labels that people hang on it. Bui the mark of its success is the way it 
both acknowledges and shrugs oft those expectations. In that respect, 
it's no wonder Riz connected with the material. 

Ever since he was a teenager, Riz has been ducking other people's 
def nitons of who and what he is. Growing up in North London, he was 
mixing with a Shntykinda crowd when he gained a scholarship to Merchant 
Taylors - an independent boys school on the right side of the tracks. 
Splitting his lime between prep room and pirate radio, Riz was gaining 
a reputation as an MC at the same time he won a place to study Politics, 
Philosophy and Economics at Christchurch College, Oxford. 

So... unusual. “Growing up was quite a head fuck for me, being in the 
area I was and seeing some of the things my brother and cousins were 
connected to, then going to this good school," he admits. “I used to hang 
round with a lot of rudeboys and gangster types who would always be 
taking the pBs, like, ‘Yeah, this is my male Riz, he goes toag^ school." 

We're braving a steel grey morning outside London's Southbank Centre 
while Riz smokes a lag. He’s just moved into a flat round the corner, and 
morettan once we stop when a mate walks past. They all have cool names 
CThat's Xerxes, I met him through Cyrus') and interesting stories, but none 
more so than Riz himself. 

A privately educated Asian rapper-turned-actor, Riz Is a walking, 
talking advert for twenty-first century Britain - aland of opportunity and 
self-invention. Only it's not, and he isn't. If anything, Riz reveals our 
awkward need to contain and define people in limited w^s. The venom 
in his new single ' RADAR ' (“Anyone, anything; put it in a box...") is born 
from personal experience. 

“I've alw^s had people hanging labels on me," he says. “In the UK 
it's, like, an obsession. You have to do one thing and people aren’t really 
comfortable with a 'slash' job description." But doing one thing has never 
been his style. “I was always kind of in between," he says, “straddling 
two things." 

At Oxford he survived by combining some serious studies with Hit & 
Run, a music night that became the biggest in the city. “I guess that was 
something for people to gather round who also felt that they didn’t fit in,' 
he explains. Oxford was “a massive culture shock... like going through 
trauma.' After the first term he started having doubts, smoking weed and 


questioning what he was doing. That was when he set up the club night, 
deciding to forget about everybody slse's expectations and just do things 
on his own terms, in his own way. 

That's been the mantra ever srioe. “I think it boibdown toself-defnition,' 
he argues. “If you allow other things to define you - 'I am a dinner jacket 
wearer', ‘I am a baseball hat wearer' - then that will limit you." But it hasn't 
always been easy. “It's something I've struggled with fora long time,' he 
admits, “and still do.' 

Part of the problem is that you can go too far the other way: “I think it 
can be unhealthy to some extent to always second guess what people's 
labelling and preconceptions of you will be because then you tailor your 
output to second guess or dodge those pitfalls," he says. “I'll be lucked 
rl I'm going to push mysetf into a corner.' 

Now, finally, the work isstartina to siaaklor itseif. After getting his break 
in Michael Winterboftom's The Road to Goa/it^namo and TV drama Srftz, 
Riz Is getting closer to what he alls the'Holy Grail', where, “You've just got 
a guy in a film and he happens to be Asian; his name's 'Shifty' or whatever. 
When you gel to that poinL I think that whole burden of representafion kind 
of evaporates. That's the hope.' 

Based on the true story of a drug dealer from Creevy 's past, ShAy is a 
chana for Re to shrug off everything else and shine on his own terms. This 
isn't performance-as-impression (Riz passed up the chana to visrt the real 
Shifty in prison), it’s an edgy, energetic turn that aplures the spirit in which 
the film was put together. “There was this tension, this nervous energy, so 
everyone was just on it evBryd^,"he recalls. “I've never had so much fun on 
a set in my life. There's somethrgabout the feet that we rauldn't fuck about 
stroking ourohins, there wasn't a trailer to go back to, so you st^withitand 
you roll with the punches. There was a really enjoyable manic energy about 

But it's Riz's work at the Southbank that really seems to reflect who 
he is, and who he'd like to be. He was chosen by Nitin Sawhney .as one 
of 1 6 emerging artists in London to put on a new music show at the 
Festival Hall. They came from all backgrounds - Greek violinists jamming 
with beatboxers and Goth rockers - and Riz was asked to stay on as an 
Emerging Artist in Residence, putting on more shows and working with 
other new artists. “I have a relationship with this building. I love the 
Southbank," he says, “being able to crollaborate with, say, the Kathak 
dancers in a dance piece, or the visual artists in a music video." It's not 
just the multidisciplinary aspect of the People's Palace, though. The 
Southbank is a strange place - where cutting edge music and film are 
created in an environment of genteel coffee shops and polite theatrical 
performances. It's where the street meets the middle-class. We're not 
ones to hang labels or anything, but who does that remind you of? 
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SHIFTY 


is a charisrraDc proiagonisl - vke 
want to see him outrun and outwit 
his troubles, even if the film never 
shrinks from showing the peqde 
whose lives he has wilBngly helped 
to destroy'. 

And so Creevy's debut is all at 
orvre a complex character study 
a coming-of-age drama, a good- 
humoured budrfy pic. a 24-hour 
slice of social realism and an 
ircieaangly tense thriller. Better 
slill, it's aD kept on the boil by a rear 
Aristoieiian unity of time and place. 

Made for under £ 100,000 


thiou^ Film Lcridon's Micmwave 
initialive . Shif^ boasts convincing 
performances, even-handed 
characterisalion. creeping suspense 
and energy to bum. Anton Bitel 


Two young men lark about 
together on a chOdien's ride in an 
abandoned playground - until one 
gejs off, leaving his friend to twirl 
alone, round and round in circles 
that get him nowhere. 

In this economically shot 
sequence near the beginning of 
writer/di rector Eran Creevy's d^ut. 
Shifty, a primal scene is being re- 
eiMcted. Four years earlier, alter a 
drug-related ttagerfy, an adolescent 
Chris (Daniel M^) had hi^-taSed 
it from their outer London estate 
to a white-collar life in Manchester, 


leaving his best mate Shifty (Riz 
Ahmed) behind to continue on 
a downward spiral of dealing and 
criminality writhin the community. 
Now for the first time, Chris has 
returned, ostenably to attend a 
party, but really to help his friend 
gej off the ride and grow 143 before 
he spins out cf control. 

Beleaguered by mounting 
pressures from his Muslim family, 
his addicted clientele (Jay Simpson 
is sigjerb as a suburban family man 
whose life is falling apart), the police 
and a treacherous suH)lier, Shifty 


AntcipatiDii. [fii aimher diab British drama 
setmaaimcllast^ @ 



ENCOUNTERS AT THE 
END OF THE WORLD 


Hold on. we've been here before, 
haven't we? In 2005, 'Afemei Herzog 



inventive svnili ^s oF Tag and ficDon 
shot, in part, a lMcMurdo Soundl 
in Antarctica. But the man behind 
the camera on that occasicrt was 
DP Henry Kaiser. Now the director 
has made his own way to the 'End 
of theWjiid'.eagerto explore the 
continent for himself. 

This being Heizog Encounters 
at the End of the World isn't your 
average Antarctic documentary. 
Where most fDmmakers cone for 
the cute animals 'My questions 
about nature,' he tells us, 'were 
different.' No kidding. In a 
voiceover that sets the ttxte for the 
film's odd mix dblack ccsnedy arxl 
poignant inquiry, Herzog explains 
that he wants to know wf^ monkejB 
don't saddle tp ^zelles and ricfe 
off into the sunset; or whether 
penguins can lose their mind This 
intellect tal curiosity was enough 
to secure him a spot on a research 
plane, though quite w^iat the boffins 
in charge made of his questions 
werxever find out. 

What follows is a personal take 
on the Antarctic wilderness. Landing 


InMcMurdo, the main research 
station for assorted scentists 
dreamers and existential drifters, 
Herzog is initially disappointed with 
what he finds. McMurdo is an ugly 
bkot on the landscape - the worst 
bits of the West served cold - but 
he soon escapes to the hinietiarxl; 
disappearing down caves, diving 
through sink holes, and trekking 
up the side of an active volcano. 

Along with regular DP fteter 
Zeitlinger, Herzog has captured 
some arresting images, epecially 
underwater: thousands of clams 
arrayed in silent worship at the 
foot of an icebetg; seals swimming 
against a shimmering sunlit 
backdrop of neon blue; prehistoric 
creatures emerging out of midnight 
waters. Though theoriginal 
score from Henry Kaiser tries a 
bit too hard to irtducea sense of 
wonder, when Herzog switches to 
a soundttadtofseal cries echoing 
like alien sonar the effect is both 
urutervi ng and awe-inspitina. 

Aflet |griz2iy;_ Miinj|The Wild | 

[Bte^^^^nd everj^^^^to^J 

Herzog again etplores the callous 
realty of nature, and the way it 
both threatens arxl enriches our 


lives. Though his narration often 
reaches for the poetic, he has 
an unsentimental perspective of 
nature's cruelty. In the film's most 
poignant moment, he fingers on a 
penguin heading inland away from 
the sea There's someJhirtg comic 
in its determination to defy the laws 
of nature, until Herzog reminds us 
that it walks to certain death. The 
silence that follows is as still arxl 
cold as an Antarctic dawn. 

Arxl yet— Maybe we've been 
spoiled by the BBC' s peerless 
[Natural Hsioiv^Urti^ bu anybody 
who's seen will 

find plenty that's famfliar in the 
landscapes of Encouniers. What 
really makes the film unique is 
its cast of bizarre and beguiling 
characters. If Antarctica is at the 
bottom of the world, it's the place 
where all the people who'se fallen 
through the cracks inevitably collect. 

There's Libor Zicha, the 
utility mechanic who was orx;e 
imprisoned and now keeps a 
rucksack packed (complete with 
infbtable dinghy), ready to hit the 
road at a moment's rxjtice. There's 
Stefen Pashkoy forklift philosopher. 
David Pacheco, a plumber 


descerxled from Irxran kin^. And 
Wiliam Jirsa, the linguistic genius 
who burned his RiD and headed 
south TTteir stories breathe fife into 
this wtiklemess. 

But elsewtrere, Herzog is oddty 
aggressive. He talks contemptuously 
of 'absurd quests' (this from the 
director o^Q^^^^^and 'tree 
buggers', which seems a strange 
prejudice to take to the ground zero 
of environmental activism. 

Maybe that's a testament to 
Herzog's own freeform spirit of 
inquiry He has journeyed, literally 
to the ends of the earth for the 
simple pleasure of seeing what's 
there. Thai isilself a quest, but 
as Encounieis proves, it's far from 
absurd. Man Bochenski 

AntcipTllDn Herrog versus the Antarctic. Its 
too tight tc call. O 

Eojoyraent As a nature dccumentaiy ith nothing 
sfRcial. But that was never the Intent As an 
ohssrvatbnal stuhy of geople and place, its 
pretty Interesting. O 

In Retrospect Has Herzog's unigue irrprlnt^l 
over It, and raises guestsns that deserve careful 
consideration O 
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Unleash your 
inner cinephlie. 


If the thought of weird, ground-breaking, 
unconventionat, challenging, thought-provoking 
and even outright disturbing cinema floats your 
boat, we’ll see you in June. 



THURE LINDHARDT OLE CHRISTIAN 

MADSEN ™SEN 

& THURE ^ 

LINDHARn 

INTERVIEWS BY “ 

ELLEN E JONES 


LWLtes: How much did you know about Flame and Citron before 
^u started work on the film? 

Madsen: Nobody knew about them, not even in Denmark. When I was 12- 
ysars-old my dad gave me a book about the occupation. It had portraits of 
people who invested in thefreedom light, and in the middle ol the book there 
was these two guys, Flame and Qtron. Every time I came to those pages 
I couldn't get further because I was so fascinated by the photographs and 
by this strange story, and I had this intuition that there was something more 
to the story than just the official history. My dad was a colonel in the army 
and he was alw^s telling me that theofficiai story was wrong; Denmark 
was really a Nazi ally lor three years of the war. The army fell very let down 
by Denmark’s oflicial policy during World War II. So he was kind of that old 
school guy and he said, We were cowards, but these guys were heroes." 
Lindhardt: Just after the war, they were big national heroes and kids would 
run around plying ‘Rame and Citron' like they wouid oops and robbers. 
But then in the 1 950s rt changed. You could talk about the war, but you 
shouldn't talk about the Resistance because there were so many murders 
and so many mysteries, so they decided just to keep it quiet. 

LWLies: Did your opinion of these two men change over the 
research process and during production? 

Madsen: It did. In the beginning I was more into the traditional interpretation 
of them as war heroes, but the more work we did, I could see that the guys 
they ted been hanging out with were real^ bad guys and that the truth about 
this side of the Resistance is not very pretty. H's grey. They are doing both 
the right thing and the wrong thing. So I decided that the film should be 
about that; about how difficult it is to do the right thing. 

LWLies: Have any of the Resistance survirors that you talked to 
seen the film? What did they think of if? 

Madsen: The guys I've been talking to liked It, but the f Im has split opinion 
in Denmark. A lot of angry reviews and debates came out of this. Some 
were very offended. 

Lindhardt: I knew it would be controversial, but I didn't know it would be 
so controversial. It's 60 years ago but rt's still a very hot topic because it’s 
our history and because it's a part of our history Itet's maybe not the w^ 

our history as perfect. I guess it's the same with a country's mentality as 
well. Although we helped the Jews and we did all these great things, 
there's another side to rt. 


LWLies: What specifically did people find offensive about the 
themes or ideas in Flame A Citron? 

Madsen: The fact that the film says that the Resistance did shoot a lot 
ol the wrong people who weren't traitors, and the idea that on the leading 
level of the Resistance you have guys who only want to make money and 
advance Ihar careers. Those statements were not very popular. But on the 
other hand it was a good debate, and it shows that even 65 years later you 
sL’II have to deal with these questions because it's a huge story. 

LWLies: One of the things that younger people find compelling 
about war stories is how people of that generation had much more 
extreme ethical dilemmas aiKf tragedies to deal with, and on a 
much more regular basis, Did you find yourself reflecting on how 
you would hatre behaved in those times? 

Lindhaidt: Oh yes, a lot, a lot. I'm afraid I wouldn't have been a Resistance 
fghler. I'm afraid I would have been one of those other four-and-a-teif million 
people who would just be quiet and try to survive. H's hard to s^ because 
the times were different from the times I was brought up in, in our part of the 
world at le^t. I think you can only answer it by experiencing H. And I hope 
I won’t. But it I do sometime in some way or another, I would hope that 
I would go and light lor everyone else and saoritice my own life for peace. 
Madsen: That’s what we talked about all the way through shooting. H's 
Impossible to say what you would have done. I have kids, so I probably 
would have thought about rt twice. HI didn’t have kids I would have certainly 
done it, I think. 

LWLies: Do ^u think of Rame and Citron as extraordinary men, 
or Oldinary men in an extraordinary situation? 

Madsen: I think they are extraordinary men in an extraordinary situation. 
They are like an example of the thesis that war makes young men do things 
that they would never do in peacetime. They wouldn't stand a chance 
in peacetime. It would be horrible for them, especially for Flame. My 
grandfather, for instance, was in the Resstance fora short time, but he ted 
kids so he left. His friends who conlriued went into a group that was the only 
Resistance group to be prosecuted during the war because they killed too 
many people. I grew up with these guys when I was a kid - at femily dinners 
they were there, these killers who'd been to prison tor what they did. 
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It's 1944 and Denmark is FromGoodio Milftyrielo The immaculaiely dressed leads both d^nouemenlof some of its rightful 

under Nazi occupation. Enraged Defiancelo Kaiyn, World War 11 have the kind of cheekbones that impact. Madsen's final image of his 

by their government's policy remains a fruitful source of drama vtouldn't look out of place in a^gue heroes side by side is stiD striking, but 

of cooperation, Flame (Thure beyond the strict confines of the Homme shoot, the cinematography it's not quite as poignant as it might 

Lindhardt) and Citron (fonner war genre. Like last year's The sets cff Copenhagen's architecture have been. Ellen E Jones 

Bondbaddie, Mads Mikkelsen) Counterfeirer. Flame &Q[ron is atreat.andthete'sevena shoot-out 

have become a dashing double based on a fascinating true story involving broken glass vjiich, if you AnfcipalOllTfiere's awards buzz, blit Ifs mst^ 

actattheforefrontoftheDanish thatwaspreviouslylittleknown, didn'tknowbetter,you'dswearwas emanatlrigtrorrtttBflm'stWti publicity [KOple.© 

Resistance. They commit acts of even in Denmark. But Flame & a cheeky nod to Die Hard , 

sabotage and assassinate traitors. Citron isn't as thoughtful a film as 'fetamidstaDtheaction, natty Bljoyrant MaisailSlfXessfllllycorrblrttS 

until the arrival of femme fatale Stefan Ruzowitzky's award-winner. dressing and double-crossing, the asllcktiolrtscl With tiH thrills of acsctlOti 

Ketty Selmer (Madsen's real-life Director Ole Christon Madsen has central relationship between FTame blffikbustor O 

partner and mtrse, Stine Stengacte) opted rather to make a kind of and Citron has been overlooked. 

bkrts the line betiieen war hero action thtiHer-meas-fUmnoir hybrid. We never really understand In BBlrDSpecl IfOtparOculaiiythoiipbt-provcklog, 

and murderer. and yet visually, at least, it works, their friendship ard that robs the but the Images do linger.© 
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YELLOW 
BRICK ROAD 


IIIIECTQIB4 
STinmisDti 
MAff Ranke, lam Ciu» 


career lum away from foppish 
lomanlic comedies lo direct ihis 
melancholic biqjic of 0ton John, 
suffering in the wake of Princess 
Diana's death, ydlout Bridt Rood 
centres on the superstar singer 
cominglo terms with hairless, his 
shit taste in clothes and a 50 grand- 
a- week daffodil habit. 

In an inspired casting tur n 
reminiscent of Tfadd Haynes' fT^ 
^or There] Denzel Washington 
takes the lead as the haughty shot! 
arse formerly known as Reg Dwight, 
\tiiile Mickey Rourke assumes the 
role of his long-suffering civil 
partner David Furnish. 



Inevitably with an A-list cast 
of this star wattage, tte pair take 
part in some titanic thespian 
qjatring as ifbattling to claim nect 
year'smajorawatdswith leary-Q«d 
sol Qoquies and an ^t-ridden gazes 
into the distance. At one point, 
\LSshington is seen smashing up a 
piano with a selection of eqjensive 
vases a s he struggles to writ e new 
lyrics tcj Condleinfe Wind ^ Mthout 
the help of erstwhile collaborator 
Bemie Tbupin. 


This scene is just one of many 
examples of excruciating over- 
acting, leaving the film crying out 
IbraninjectiOT oflimp-wristedfun. 
Luckily this eventually arrives in the 
Ibtm of Tbm Cruise, who continues 
his trend for quirky cameos as 
Qton's cocaine-dealer-tumed-florist 
who takes the pair on a camp- 
fuelled road trip to Butlins in order 
to take their mind off things. 

Despite Cunis's best efforts, 
however, it's clear that he is unable 


to unleash the lull potential of 
the formidable talent at his 
diqjosable. If he wanted to explore 
the world of an overindul^d twat, 
he should have stuck with Hugh 
Grant. Ed Andrews 

AtidpiliDn. [let out the liaiikles. 6 

EnjtyraenL Get oiittlie sittgiio. @ 

lo RelTDspecl A preat lisalet pcteotlal 
wasted O 


WAVERIDERS 


■lECTlBfi 

STJHilllSEi 

Keif Sbet. Esky ftilon 


Bom in 1883, H awaiian 
[George Freeth | s hailed as the 
pioneer of modern surfing. Allegedly 
the son of an Irishman, Freeth 
set out to ensure wave riding was 
rescued from becoming a k3t@D!!en 
primitive pastime. 

This (pafaps tenuous) 
conneaion leads Joel Conroy's 
rtooumentary to explore the unlikely 
Irish roolscftf^ worldwide surfing 
phenomenon. Snapping between 
stories of the salty sea dogs who 
founded the sport, to today's 
worldwide big wave riders who 
now rate Ireland's breaks in the 
same legen dary league as Tahiti's 
Tteahupodand Hawaii's rPipeline , j 


Waoeriders effortlessly portrays 



surfing's spirit of adventure and 
community, making the film as 
much about nature, in both the 
human arvl gecgraphical contect, 
as it is about the sport. 

The tSIference between soul and 
professional surfing, and the recent 
introduction of tow-in surfing, is 
ds cussed by tf^ liles ollKdly_Slaier j 
am ) yieMaBoybrglhetsl as they aaze 
at vicious waves from Irish cliff tc^E, 
As the North Atlantic swell spits and 
smashes a^inst the coastline, grair^ 


footage of Freeth surfing more 
than a century ago in Hawaii and 
Caifomia is intertwined. 

It's an entertaining and 
thought -provoking take on a sport, 
and a Kfesiyle, whose irtentity and 
history is itKreaangly under threat 
from commeroial interests. Whether 
you caress waves regulaily or only 
pay attention wken a shark attack 
hits the news, Conroy creates 
a genuine d^re to throw on a 
duffle coat and run for theblisrfully 


unspoilt Irish coasts. As Slater 
comments, Ireland's a rather 
cold paradse. Kezia Qark 


lias lieefiliild 
Ilka a new slant. O 


Enjpeft Great attM fcoteja and samiinely 
intfilligeritMTiiraalaiy alhw M&wi/g/jta 
transmdts roots asa'surltkr'.© 
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mSCTEDBylFtaS 
STMinGMibzratnr 
Tnoliiy S|dl Sullen Gniiam 


Think Sean Bean huf fing anri 
puffinehis way ihrouehlWig^ 
[SSU^^j^^sJScaUone lining up 
on the prison football pilch with 
Pde ard Bobby Moore in gs^gejb] 
I Vicrorv: b r the corporate gloss of the 
[^djrilogy and you can see iMiy 
films about the beautiful game are 
so often just for die-hard fans. 

But The Damned l/ntr ed has^ 
on a re markable book byjDari^ 
[^^2 much about maniacal 
obsession as it is burly strikers 
bursting the onion bag. Back in the 
'70s, way before Jos6 Mourinho 
tookEnglish football by storm, Brian 
Qough (Michael Sheen) was the 
origina] 'Spedal One': '] vwDuldn't 
s^ I was the best manager in the 
country but I'm in the top one." 
The Dcmned United follows the 
former England player and his right- 
hand-man Peter Tbylor fTimothy 


Spall) as they find success with 
unfashionable Derby County. 

Told in flashback, the film's 
attention to detail belies its micro- 
budget with clever use of archive 
footage and sideline scenes that 
take us into the dugout, pacing the 
touchline with a man possessed. 
I^lg^^^tar Michael Sheen 
transforms himself once again to 
channel the arrogance of a Ibotball 
manager \thoto<* on the 'prawn 
sandwrich' brigade on the boatdof 
directots to shape a wanning team. 

But it's not just in his displays 
of pufed-up bravura that Sheen's 
portrayal of Qough eja:els. WhDe 
Tom Hooper's diiection captures 
the Derby dressing-room nerves 
before kick-off. Sheen gets under 
the skin of Qoughie, who hits the 
bottle in his office with onty the roar 
of the crowd to pull him throu^ 


a 90 minutes against Leeds he 
date not watch. 

Indeed, it's a tale of 'Brian 
Qough, tiberfuckin' alias!' when 
Old Big 'Ed (as he was rx3t always 
affectionately known) l akes a 
doomed job as gaffer a|^^ 
[^vie[s all<onquering Leeds 
Uniled. Football was riddled with 
violence on and cff the pilch back 
then, but Qough - now revered 
as the greatest manager England 
never had, but then desperate to 
gel a team of doggers to play the 
game 'proper^' - faced a m utiny 
led by ch ain-smokingbraw fed Billv I 
Stephen 

Graham). But after inheriting a 
team with fearsome players such 
as Norman Hunter, Qoughie had 
no chance. 

This ccmpelling piece of cinema 
offersa snapshot of another era that 


serves as a prologue to the Qough 
story. He later went on to manage 
Nottingham Forest to back-to-back 
European Cups before succumbing 
to alcchcdism arvl a foil from grace 
in the glare of the tabloid lens. It 
is, as such, a very British tale and 
a contender for football film of the 
decade Dan Brightmore 

AnlcipalDnAflerBtosutl Frost tan 
UlclisISIen pull off amtlKrlrrpresslon^t 
totr/sto?© 

&jDvoieot You'll be SMptabnpbya 
tempestuous love steiytiorr sciipter Peter 
Marpaboutope map and his passion fer 

In RetrispecL lacks the lyrbal, trapic prandeur 
ofthe book, hut will leave forty fans misty-eyed 
for the days when ftotball was an obsession 
not mass-rrarketed entertainment O 
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When WB first meet, Michael Winlerboftom has got a cold. And not one of 
those drippy, snivelly things - we’re talking a Irving, breathing beast of an 
illness that’s crawled up his nose, claimed squatter’s rights and thrown a 
week-bng party for all its mates. He sounds like a cartoon version of himself. 

It’s w^ back when and we’re holed up in a screening room doing press 
for the Raindance Film Festival . Ken Loach is knocking around nearby. 
Loach; the proto-Winlerbottom; or rs Winterboflom the neo-Loach? Erther 
viOj, it’s fitting that the two of them are here together, because it anybody 
has inherited Loach’s mantle as the social conscience of British cinema, 
it’s Michael Winterbottom. 

He came through the ranks in a generation of great televisbn directors 
that included Paul Greengrass and Nick Broomfield, cutting his teeth on 
an Ingmar Bergman documentaryfor Thames Television, and directing an 
episode of Cracker . In the late ’90s he made a parr of spiky, down-at-heel 
dramas. Butterfly Kiss {-\ 995) and GoNow (t 995), before Jo*(1 996) 
really put him on the map. At that point, Winterbottom had a choice - cash 
in his chips and take the Tony Curtis route ot export Englishness, or really 

He chose the latter, embarking on a run of passionate, sometimBs 
polemical, projerds that would take hm to Sarajevo ( Welcome To Sara/evo, 
1997), Pakistan ( In This World . 2002; A Mif/hty Heart. 2007) and 
Afghanistan (The Road To Guantanamo. 2006), covering the last European 
conflict of one century, and the frst American war of the next. With his 
signature documentary style, these films are intimate axambations of terror, 
tatred, torture and thelossofinnorcenoB we’ve suffered in their prosecuton. 

But Winterbottom isn’t some cinematic crusader fixated on the 
Middle East. In between times, he’s returned to Britain to make a senes 
ot quintessentially home-grown films, from the sex srcandal of 9 Songs 
(2004) to the Northern not of 24 Hour Party People (2002) to the 
‘unflmable’ adaptation ot A Cock and Bull Story ( 3005). 

“I enjoy making fims,' is the perfectly reasonable explanation for al this 
ardrvlty. As for what attracts him to icertain subjects - especialy those that 
any sensible, career-minded director wouldn’t touch with a barge pole- 
rl’s not so much a political instinct as “whatever seems interesting". For 
Wfe/come 7b Sara/evo, for instance, Wnterbotlom explains that “I never 
imagined there was going to be a war in Europe and suddenly there was 
and it was on TV every day but people gradually ignored it." 

It’s not that Wnterbottom’s process is purely rearctive, however. He’s 
not poised in front of his TV set with a camera crew on standby, reaJy to 


roll as soon as CNN reports on some new catastrophe. “Often it can be 
two or three years between tincf ng something interesting and gradually 
making it," he explains. 

That stow, deliberate pace b parttyaresultcjf working outside the stucfo 
system. But for all that it gives him the luxury of fme, there’s a downside to 
Winterbottom’s stubborn independence - the spectre off nance is always 
hovering nearby. Still, he reasons, it’s a priice worth paying: “We would 
rather do our films than get paid better to do someone else’s," he s^s. 

Other independent directors don’t seem so sure, though. Take Shane 
Meadows, whose last film, Somers Town, was backed by Eurostar. Is this 
a bold new model of financing or simply selling out? Winterbottom is cagey. 
“I think on the whole it doesn’t feel like it would be a great way of making 
interesting films," he says. “But the truth rs, if you have got a project you 
want to make, whoever you take it to for the money doesn’t really matter, 
as long as you are allowed to make your own film." 

If Wnterbottom has his way, these sorts of arguments willscxjn be a 
thing of the past. The future, he says, will see the od, expensive, conservative 
process of making films consigned to the scrap heap of history. “Now, with 
digital, the process ot making film can become more like music where any 
group of friends can get together in their garage and do 4,' he enthuses. But 
as the medium opens up, it needs to have the distribution model to match. 
“At the moment you still haven’t got that many places to show rt," he admits, 
“but I think that with things like the internet you can broaden rt a lot." 

The next time we talk, a tew months later, Winterbottom has given his 
backing to the PlayStation Shootl project - ashort-tilmmaking initiative 
that’s offering six young directors the opportunity to have their work 
distributed online. It’s that kind of new thinking that he embraces. “You 
might not have a huge audience at the start but you have a sense of making 
a movie because someone out there is going to watch it," he argues. 

Of course, getting an audience is no longer much of an issue for 
Winterbottom himself. His latest, Genova, is a quiet and intriguing story 
of family grief that touches on some of his favourite, familiar themes - 
multiculturalism, integration and misunderstanding. And he’s picking up the 
pace, too. He’s already been back with a new film in Berlin, an adaptafion 
of Naomi Kleb’s The Shock Docto’ne . As we stand on the brink of financial 
meltdown, it’s heartening to know that Winterbottom is in our corner. 





From the gruelling experiences Cenoua deserves to be cei^raied 

of British journalist Michael for its cultural comidexity and the 

hficholson in a Sarajevo devastated concomitant questions of identity 

by war, to the incarceration of it raises. Despite beginning with a 
the 'Tipton Three' at Guantanamo mother's death, it's less a meditation 

Bay, it isn't hard to see that on lossthananetplorationof how 

physical, cultural and psychok^ical personal and family identity ewolve 

displacement lie at the heart of the in the fa:^ of trauma, displacement 

Winteibottom oeuvre. This time and the trials of adolescence, 

such themes are set in motion by Joe is an Englishman, who, 

the sudden death of Marianne before moving to Genova, had 
(Hope Davis), wife of Joe (Colin been living in New York with his 
Firth) and mother to teenager American wife and their Anglo- 
Kelly (Willa Holland) and her American daughters. In Genova, 

younger sister Mary (Fferla Haney- he lectures Italian students on the 

Jardine) . Pinning hopes of familial divergences betvteen Italian and 

redemption on a clange of scenery, En^ish culture. His two rtoughters, 
Joe relocates to the Italian town Kdly and Mary are in an unfamiliar 
of (Jenova, where he and his dty against their will, trying to ar^ust 

daughters are helped to find their to their new life via desperate and 
feet by Joe's dd univetsity ftietxl, sometimes dangerous means His 

Barbara (Catherine Keener). friend Barbara, is an American 


who educates Joe and his eager to shed the skin of costume 

dau^ters in tf^ history of Genova dramas arvl rcan-coms the timbre 
Ste's single and childless though of Joe's trourning- laconic and 
seemingly eager to take on stiff upper lipped - is brought into 

a maternal tote in their lives one-dimensional cultural conflici 

Each character ofeis a ratiotMl with the frankness of American 

and psychological doubleness, Barbara. This superficiality is 
anidentity-irvprocess.andpushes concreted by a final reconcilialion 
us to consider how those identities scene that conveniently serves 
lake shape when geographically up closure, vkhere the emotional 
and emotionally disrupted strarxls WDuld look better left untied. 

Ircnically, Joe's escaptsi efforts But that can't blanch a film tlat's 

only bring into sharper focus the ambiguous, involving and very 
trauma that he so wishes his family inteDigent indeed. Emma Paterson 

could foigel. Infused with flashes 

of Me Roeg's \fenice in Don't Look AnlcijHliDll. Coltl Firth iklSSarBllS. O 

Woio. Wimerbotiom's Genova is 

a superficial idyll fragmented by Eojoynsot IrrptESStire peifortraiiceswlll 
confrontations with grief. keep you gllBl O 

Still, it all proves frustralingly 

predictable at times. Though In llBlriBpecl VfantchanpeyoiirllfB.hllt It 

sensilivefy rendered by a Colin Firth shoillllrrakeyoiirsvenllip.© 
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“Do you know what prime 
numbersaie?' a Moice asks during 
ftrmai's Room's opening momenis. 
"If not, you can just leave now." 
Luckily, you don't need to know 
much about maths to understand 
this claustrophobic thriller. Its 
subject matter is abstract equations, 
but wtet you'll be left with as the 
credits toll is cbmmy paltrs and 
an adrenaline comedown, rather 
than a school lesson buzzing in 
your head 

The voice belongs to Alejo 
Sauras, playing a floppy haired, 
blue-eyed cutie, uho just happens 
to be one of the world's leading 
mathematicians. He's working on 
a proof of Goldbach's conjecture, 
the theory that every even number 
is the sum of two primes. But 


then his l^top gets d^troyed a 
mysterious invitation to a meeting 
of mathematical minds arrives at his 
door, and before you can s^ ' Cube ', 
he's stuck in a room that's shrinking 
by the second with three other 
eggh eads To slow the mechanism 
threatening to crush them, the 
team must solve a series of pusles, 
but each is hiding secrets that may 
explain what got them into this 
mess in thefitst place. 

Fiia-time writer,ditector team 
Luis Redrahita and Rodrigo Sopefia 
know how to hike up the suspense, 
and their script throws out enough 
red herrings that smart -arses 
who like to claim they saw it all 
coming should be kepi quiet. The 
tension steadily grows as the room 
^is cosiep shots of sliding walls. 


splintering furniture and acploding 
lightbulbs are interleaved w'ith a 
geometrically pleasing bird's eye 
view of the dwindling space. 

As a murder mystery though, 
Fermat’s Room is unsatisfying. 
There are <»ily five cfaractets in 
the film, but we don't get to krraw 
any of them well enou^ to make 
us emotionally invested in the 
various plot twists - things just 
happen. The villain, when he's 
revealed, is neither creepy nor 
compelling. There is a series of 
improbable coincidences and a 
clunky deus ex machina ending, 
while the film takes itself loo 
seriously to let the question of 
why this extravagant James Bond 
death-trap was devised go without 
a proper answer. 


It would have been a neat trick 
if the denouement of ffermoi’s Room 
was the logical consequence of 
fects given to us earlier in the film, 
mirroting the sort of mathematical 
formula that its characters are 
struggling towards. But perhaps 
that's too pedantic a gripe about 
what remains a OOTifidentiy shot, fast- 
paced first feature. Jess Holland 

AntidpitiDti Acatiemics la peril? Arcane 
puzzles te salve? DP Pear: tPIssaiiaPs like 
aiBltBr /tej'to'ftrfe .O 

EnjufmErt Racing Peart? CPeck. Twists and 
turns? CPeck. TPIs thrllter tPrIlls. © 

In Ratraspect You km ttie %nse of lingePng 
satlsbdnnyou get wienycu solve a difficult 
puzzle? ftwH/s How doesn't give you tPtt. © 
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PAOLO SORRENTINO 


PAOLO 

SORRENTINO: 
GREAT CRUSADER 
INTERVIEW BY 
NICK HASTED 



The henchmen come swaggering out ol their limes one by one, reeking 
ol ostentalocs power, looking like Reservoir Pops . This scene from the 
Cannes Jury Prize-winning II Diva has the high-octane style you expect 
from Paolo Sorrentino, whose second feature, The Conseouences of Love 
(2004), announced Hm as the director most like^ to take his national cinema 
out ol the post-Fellini doldrums. But these are no gangsters. The/ re the 
trusted cabinet of Giulb Andreottl . Italian Prime Minister seven limes from 
1972 to 1992, and a force in the country's clandestine affairs since the fall 
of Mussolini. In II Dtvo, Sorrentino has harnessed a talent prone to the gaudy 
to a forensic examination of his country’s corrupt polilcaJ heart, and of 
a modem Maohiavelli. 

Sorrentino is a gentle 37-year-old seemingly at odds with his films' 
cruel ironies. Like most of Italy's best young directors, the influences of 
early 1970s Hollywood and current US indie cinema helped him step free 
of the shadows of Fellini and co. When we speak he's just returned from 
a road trip to Texas and New Mexico. ‘ No Country for Old Arfen t" he grins. 
But II Divo had less likely influences too. “All my films are in some way 
influenced by English films," he says. “When I did The Family Friend [2006, 
about a troll-like loan shark again betrayed by love], it was influenced by 
Mike Leigh's Life is Sweet And without Stephen Frears's The Queen, 

I don't know if I could have made /fDrvo. Andreotti was something in Italy 
for many, many years that was beyond power. He was a constant, a bit like 
the Queen. An icon, a symbol." 

Toni Servillo, the icy Malia accountant whose heart fatally melts in The 
Consequences ol Love, and a chief mobster in Gomorrah , pl^s Andreofti 
as another master of emotbnal suppression, voice uninflected and lips 
barely flickering as he plots. In real life, Servillo is a volcanic force in 
Neapolitan theatre. That damped-down power simmers for Sorrentino. 
“Yes, because he is a man who's full of energy, and I force him to pl^ roles 
that are extremely restrained," he admits. “And he sutlers considerably lor 
this. In my first film f2001's One Man Up] his role was much more energetic 
and dynamic and extrovert - and much closer to him in real life." 

II Divo examines the murder of Andreotti's great nval, and Italy’s former 
Prime Minister, Aido Moio by the Red Brigade in 1 978, already the subject 
of Marco Bellocchio’s haunting Good Morning, Night (2003). Andreotti, 

II Divo suggests, may have let Moro die, also countenancing extremist 
outrages in Italy throughout the ’70s to sustain a climate of tear and with 
it public appetite for his brand of autocracy. 

He's a man Sorrentino should hate. But, as with Oliver Slone's takes on 
Nixon and Bush, Andreotti bercomes a creeply fascinating anti-hero. “No, no, 
no, no," Sorrentino s^s, appalled. “If he does come out of the fkm as a hero, 
it's totally kivoluntary, because I never thought ol him as one There are many 


reasons for hating him. But often the reasons why one hates someone are 
also the reasons why one is drawn to them. It's a natural feature of powerful 
men that the evil part of them 6 hugey appealing - Kissinger is that w^ loo. 
One is attracted by ambiguous, mysterious people, not the good guys. And 
Andreotti was an absolute champion ol ambiguity. From a political point of 
view, that’s a scandal. But from a human point ol view, it's fascinating." 

In II Divo's most daring scene, Andreotti confesses his sins to the 
camera. Wishful thinking? “Yes. Only at that point do I leave factual truth, 
and express my own views. The objective was to create a sort of catharsis 
for the audience. Because everyone had been wondering for 50 years wtal 
he's responsible for. And at a certain point it tell necessary to scream out 
some responsibility. Something I wish he’d say." 

Such potentially controversial scenes haven't hurt II Divo's reception 
in Italy. “It's had very good box-office. What impressed me was that Italian 
audiences saw it lor what it was - afim. My fear was that anybody who 
was old enough to know about thetNngs it represents would have reduced 
it to its politics. But the cinematic language and style are the things I cars 
about. The people who saw rt did. too." 

Alongside Gomorrah by fellow Neapolitan MatleoGarrone, Sorrentino's 
film has led to claims ol an Italian renaissance, after both mmies starred 
in Cannes last year. “Two films is rather few to launch a renaissance," he 
(cauibns. The flms are, however, related. “Somebody said that my fim shows 
why certain things happen, and Gomorrah shows the consequences," 
Sorrentino confesses. “Unfortunately, being from Naples, that film doesn't 
actually strike me as something unusual. Having lived there for 37 years 
I know it's true. In myfim. I’m not setting out to portray Andreotti’s faction 
as gangsters as such. That would be too easy. But it's true the politics 
around Nm had a very vertical character. Thai's enactly how it is r the Mafa 
You have your capo and your henchmen, who obey absolutely." 

II Divo finally seems a summation ol Sorrentino’s previous work - like 
The Consequences of Loire's iceman and The f^r/y Frieocfs squalid loan 
shark, Andreotti is a powerful man who goes too far. “I do like to explore 
relationship® of power, as most human relationships are poisoned by rl," 
agrees the director. “This is my ultimate fIm inital sense. Because this one 
goes straight to the icore of the problem, without any metaphors at all. For 
this reason, it won’t be easy to make the next film. I've said the last word 
on the subject that interested me. I've made four flms now, and that seems 
enough. H's not necessary to make one every two years. Ponlecorvo made 
four films, and he was a great director. .." 
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Timing is everything, it's a 
measure of The ImemationaVs 
credibDily as a vaguely pompous yel 


thriller about global banking 
baddies tfBl it can ^t avtay, without 
a single unintentional fitter, with the 
climactic line, uttered by non-iionic 
hero Louis Salinger (CBveOwen), 
"There must be a way to bring 
down this bank!" 

Salinger is a former Scotbnd 
Yard hotshot turned Interpol agem 
\ttio comes from the time before 
banks were easy to bring down, and 
mostly do it by themselves. Instead, 
here, in the glamorous globe- 
trotting frames of The Imemaiona}. 
as written by Eric Singer and 




DRHlTSIByMmltxiiraiiff 
Pwcs. ^ Taglii^ 


The truth is complicated.' 
reads the tagline to Thittor, a film 
that pitches itself as an intelligem 
international thriller, absorbed in 
the margins where terrorism, spooks 
and government contractors meet. 

Samir Horn (Don Cheadle) 
is a former US special ops officer 
arranging an arms deal with Omar 
(Said Ibglimaoui), terrorist leader 
of the Islamic Brotherhood When 
both are captured and imprisoned 
in a Yemeni jail, Samir's devout 
Islamic faith impresses Omar who 
breaks him from jail arxl into the 
Brotherhood 

TruilD r could be a classic 
Cold War thriller, unfolding 
between parking-lots, parks and 
parties in London, Ma rseilles, 
hfice, Chicago, Canada and the 
Yemen. But itsaspirationsarefar 




directed by the German master 
stylist Tbm IVkwer, the evil 
International Bank of Business 
and Credit tuns the world is about 
to broker a huge arms deal between 
China and Iraa and can only be 
brought down by the persistent 
meddling of one determined 
Interpol agent and his attractive 
American sidekick, Eleanor, played 
by Naomi Watts 

Yes, it's wildly idofic stuff and 
includes a pest-assassination crime 
scene that's far too ea^ to master 


(tvw3 pencils plus two bullet holes plus 
two minutes contemplation equals 
crime solved!). But Tykvter nonetheless 
displ^ a pelting sense of pace, and 
repeatedly employs close-ups on 
Owen's ingenuous mug to devastating 
effect. Is ttere r>o thing this man can 
say that doesn't sound like it's been 
ripped from his very soul ("They'D 
get to you! If they can't get to you, 
theyH gate your femfly!!")? Plus, in 
the greatest inter-balistic masterstroke 
since the lobby scene in TheMorrix or 
the climaclic heist in Heat . TVkwer and 


CO. pulverise the entire interior of 
New York's Guggenheim Museum, 
turning a routine surveQlance job for 
Saingei into one epic, and relentlessly 
cacophotx3us shootout. Kevin Maher 

AntcipatiDd A CIm Dweii betikifigthriller? 
Dh.gDOdttien!© 

EnjipEot Like 8 \wll-oited ttirilter mahiiB 
wiKts lute are bad guys, this is a 911%, 

lo RBtrDspBctStillgii% O 



more contemporary, and far 
more controversial. 

Raying with our assumptions 
that Samir is the titular traitor, the 
film's essential drive is the resotuticai 
of who, and what, he betrays. This 
rartative uncertainty lends itselfto 
some bracing moral ambiguity. 

Samir is a terrorist. But, as 
impressively played by Cheadle, 
he's also a devout, inldligent 
and complex man whose 
motivations are urxdear. Other 
more weO-wom genre rdessuch 


as Guy Pearce's straight-arrow 
FBI agent and Jeff Daniels's stady 
contractor hint at implicit American 
soul-searching, but the moral 
looking-gbss remains pointed at 
Samir and his associates. 

There is, however, a difference 
between portraying a view and 
stgjporting it. The target here is 
informed subjectivity rather than 
moral relativism, something lost 
on many American critics. 

Traitor has its faults. It's 
overlong, contrived in parts 


and resorts to some predictable 
tactics. The irresistible question 
is whether the US would be 
making films like this if 9/11 
fadn't happened. Jon Williams 

AntiQpatiDri C 8 [i CleadlB carry the weight 
(ifpflst-8/11 soiil-ssarchlrtg?® 

EnjiyraBri An admirably reflecUva thriller O 

In RBiTBspBl An intalllpt reainnse tn 
fnndamentallsmand feith in mainstream 
wrapping.© 
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JENNIFER LYNCH: 
B=1XING CLEVER 
INTERVIEW BY 
JONATHAN CROCKER 
WOROS BY ANTON BITEL 


Ordinarily, there ran be no higher acralade lor an artist than seeing their 
famiiy name become critial shorthand fora whole allection of singular 
aesthetic values. But describe the work of Jennifer Lynch as 'Lynchian' 
and you are rn fact invoking the style of someone else entirely. Being the 
daughter of David Lynch, Hollywood's celebrated master of cinematic 
darkness, can have its disadvantages, not least among them the curse of 
amparisons. It is a curse that has plagued Jennifer throughout her career. 

In fact, Jennifer's creative life has been intertwined with her father's 
from the start. As a newborn she provided the crying for the soundtrack 
to his early 1 967 short The Alphabet, while the casting in which she was 
swathed as an infant (she was born with clubbed feet) clearly influenced 
the appearance of the 'baby' in his debut feature Eraseihead (1 977). “I 
was a happy kid," she told LWLIes, when we caught up with her at last 
year's Cannes Film Festival . “Even living in a garage with crazy artist parents, 
totally broke, my Dad wrth a paper round. Broke. Crazy." Crucially, she 
stresses the freedom that she was given to think lor herseB. “I've never 
had limifalions put on my imagination," 

Later she would gain experience at her father's side on the sets of 
Dune (1 984) and Blue Velvet 986) - and then, when his TV series Twin 
F^aks became a cult hi, Jennifer, aged just 22, was entrusted to write The 
Secret Diary of Laura Palmer, which would remain on The New York Times 
Best-Seller Lrst for 1 5 weeks. Two years later, in 1 993, she directed her 
first feature, Boxinp Helena, based on a screenplay that she had in fact 
written five years earlier. 

And that was when the trouble started. 

This treakily transgressive debut was in fact a genuine landmark and 
ought to have been a triumph for the fedgling filmmaker. Jennifer was 
now the youngest woman in American film history to direct a feature and 
had also garnered a nomination for the prestigious Grand Jury Prize at 
Sundanrce. The critics, however, saw things differently, and their barbed 
rcomments were quick to shift from evaluative response to barely veiled 
character assassination. 

This ' Lynch mob ' of reviewers was, as Jennifer refects, “super-unkind. 
And not even super^unkind to Boang Helena, super-unknd to me. Like I'd 
done something personally to them. Which blew my mind. Like, why are they 
so pissed at me? It's a moviel You don't walk into the Museum of Modern 
Art and hate a sculpture and say, 'That sculptor is such a fucking assholel" 
Her fist attempt to f nd an independent voice had made her a pariah. 

That was 1 5 years ago. In the meantime, she's directed the odd shorf 
an episode of someihrig called Joe Bob's Dri/e-ln Theater, had a daughter 
of her own (now 12-years-ofcl), and endured three spinal surgeries tolowing 
a oar accident. “Fora while," she says, “I didn't know if I was going to 
walk again." That wasn't all she needed to recover from before makng 
a comeback. “I needed," she admits, To fgure some shit out, to be honest 


JENNIFER LYNCH 




with you. Fgure out how I was still gonna do what I loved doing. And not 
take it so personally when people slung crap at me." 

EvIdenUy it was time well spent. Her second feature. Surveillance, is 
a serial-killer thriller that boasts a flasfiomon -like layering of perspectives, 
a bleakly nihilistic morality and a discomfiting twist all wrapped up in a hyper- 
real visual style that transforms the American backroads into a nightmare. 
No question, it was one of Cannes 2008's most gratifying surprises. Asked 
about her inf uences, Jennifer cites “Kurosawa, Hitchcock, Billy Wilder," 
before adding, “David Lynch." Indeed, in this tale of wild-at-heart lovers 
racing down a lost highway, it is not hard to see the legacy of the father 
being passed on to the daughter. 

Still, this chip off the old block has a few tricks of her own. The grimly 
ambivalent close of Surveillance, for example, is what Jennifer loves most 
about her f Im - but after David (who is executive producer) had read her 
script he was so troubled by it tiat he rang her up late one night pleading 
with her to fnd a different ending. She stuck to her guns, and the result is 
the best kind of devastation. 

Even the casting of Bill Pullman in a lead role is not as derivative as 
it frst appears. Jennifer has long been a fan of his, almost casting him 
in Boxing Helena - and it was in tact she who frst introduced the actor to 
David. “My father had never seen Bill's work. When he was casting Lost 
Highway be didn't know Pat Arquette and he didn't know Bill Pullman," 
she explains. “And I said, ‘Oh my god, you have to see True Romance and 
you have to see The Serpent and the RainboW , and all these films. And 
he fell in love with both of them." So it seems that the inf uence of father 
on daughter is in fact atwo-way street. 

Given the mauling she received over her first feature, releasing 
Surveillance ought to bring all kinds of pressures with it, but Jennifer is just 
happy to be doing something that she loves. “People are gonna tNnk what 
they're gonna think about it," shears. “And I certainly wasn’t trying to make 
a f kn that people kved. Ultimately, what matters is that, at night, I go to bed 
and say I made the film I wanted to make. So in case they s^, 'You suck 
and your film sucked!' I don't take it so personally. That's a lesson I learned 
from my lather. Once you're done, let it go. Walk away." 

So there he is again - her father, the elephant in the room. And yet, 
when LWUes cheekily comments that the opening sequence of Surveillance 
-an impressionistically violent home invasion in the dark - is ‘very Lynchan', 
Jennifer just smiles warmly. Aie we in trouble? “No, you're not in trouble!" 
she laughs. “I am who I am. Who knows? Thank you. It’s the way I saw it." 
Lynchian, it seems, is not merely a term that she has inherited, but one that 
she IS starting to make all her own. 





At the core of Surveillance 
is Stephanie (Ryan Simpkins), 
an eighl-year-old gill who has 
witnessed 'some things children 
shouldn't see', and who's been 
ignored ever since by every adult 
she has tried to teD. She might 
even, at a stretch, be regaided 
as a symbolic stand-in for the 
film's director, Jennifer Lynch, 
In 1993, the then-24-year-old 
dau^ter of David lynch became 
the youngest American vtoman 
ever to make a feature. That 
feature was the disastrous 
Rnrtnp Hplfnn - and Lynch was 
then shunned, oveiiooked and 
marginalised for over a decade 
by an industry that was not 
interested in her peculiar vision. 

This Roshomon- esque tale erf 


multiple perspectives and split 
peisonalines sees lynch back with 
a vengeance, taking the viewer 
by thethroal with scenes erf abuse, 
nihilismand casual depravity After 
a brief prologue that shows twAD 
masked serial killers at work, the 
film begins with Federal Officers 
Sam Hallaway (BUI Pullman) and 
EBzabeth Andeison (Juia Oimond) 
arriving at a small -town police station 
the day after a loadskle massacre, 
hoping to determine whether a 
coherent account of vliat haRiened 
can be gleaned from the three 
survivots' testimonies. 

Young cokehead Bobbi (PeD 
James) has lost her boyfriend 
Johni^ (MacMDler). Local officer 
Jack Bennet (co-writer Kent 
Harper) haslost his patrol partner 


Jim Qonrad (French Stewart). And 
little Stephanie has lost her entire 
family. But each has a guDty secret 
that they are rtesperaie to COTceal, 
and no one is quite who they seem. 

SuniaDonce certainly comes 
witha kiDer twist, but the third-act 
revelation here avoids appearing a 
mere gimmick by picking closely 

on themes of anomie, corruption 
and moral emptiness that have in 
fact peimeaied the whole film. If 
the viewer suspects anyone and 
everyone of being a cold-blooded 
killer, that's only because Lynch 
carefully establishes the capacity 
within us all for smiling amorality. 
Ascsiechara;terpulsit, 'It'sfucking 
dark in here - there's no li^t." 

The parallel aorylines are deftly 
handled in all theirdu[rficily, and 


Peter tMinaorf's drematograpl^ 
is a hyperreal pleasure unto itself. 
Sporting a buzz-cut, Pullman 
reveals for the first time his ability 
to act w'ithout channelling all 
his energies through his mobile 
forelock. And although her tale 
invtrfves wild-at-heart lovers racing 
down a lost highway. Lynch has 
created a whole different shade of 
black fi'om anything made by her 
father Anton Bitel 

AntcipatonTln (taire Lyoch carries a lot 
ofmlglitaroiiodtlua parts. O 

Eojoyosot Its [» straight story, huta pitch- 
black and hugely origipal thriller. O 

lo RelrospecL Devilishly plotted and 
unrerrittlngly bleak to the last. O 





[ mitCTHi a Atnanda IwnuS^ 

SIMRIHI! PiWOaiMtl lini~ I 
|faa<la,OieA(lifain I 


TWnk of a great British TV satire 
of ihe last two decades - The Day 
Tbdav. I'm Alan Partridee. Fridoy 

NiehtAmiistice - and wriiet/diieclor 
Armando lannucci is likely to teve 
been inwolved In the Loop is his 
feature debut and springs directly 
from his last TV success, Thejhick 
ofit . A fan of fes. Minister, lannucci 
updated the cabinet comedy for the 
era of Blair, New Labour and spin. 
Here, he takes that notion - and 
many of The Thick of It's characteis 
and cast -for a look at tte build-up 
to Iraq \k&r!l. 

Peter Capaldi's bile-spewing 
proto- AlastairCampbeJ, Malcolm 
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Tbcker, Is the eye of this film's desert 
storm (the taiget of the brewing war 
is never mentioned); Capaldi seems 
deteimined to shock and awe the 
audience from his first bug-eyed, 
foul-mouthed appearance. Tom 
Hollander is Tbcker's hapless 
ministerial target, caught up in 
a series of linguistic gaffes, bare^ 
aided by Chris Addison essentially 
reprising his role from The Thick of 
It as civil service neopl^e, Tbby 
A visit to Washington ratchets up 
the film's ambition and the laughs. 
David Rasche ( Bum After Rendinel 
is excellent as a micromanaging 
Rumsfddian hawk, who supposedly 


keeps a live grenade on his desk, 
while James Gandolfini is the 
general who doesn't want to go 
to war. lannucci perfectly captures 
how out of their depth the Brits 
are when confronted by the reality 
of Washington 

There's always a risk that you 
lack perspective when tackling 
very recent histoty, but lannuccfs 
triumph is so consummate you may 
want to go back to media coverage 
of the era with the added insight 
it affords. In the time of Obama, 
Brown and the financial crias, war 

bu^ m^help. Andwhflein the 


Loop WDiks admirabfy as a one-off 
alongside The Thick of It (you don't 
need to know tf« series to find the 
film very funny indeed) , whether 
you teve to see it on the big screen 
- it's made by BBC Films - may 
depend on how aedit crunched 
you're currently feeling. Jonas Milk 

AnIiEipiliDn, It [right mtltavebeenaviitta^ 
year la Utah, hiitthis waaatlll heialhad by aeaia 
as the heat fUm at Suahaace.O 

EejoymeitTapavisariag, wll daae. O 

la Retrospait DryoiictiilhwaltfarlthioiTie 
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KELLY REICHARDT 


KELLY REICHARDT: 
AMERICAN WOMAN 
INTERVIEW BY 
MATT BOCHENSKI 


Kelly Reichardt looks exactly like you'd expect. She's apologetically small, 
like someone trying not to take up too much space, softly spoken but 
intense, given to making small statements that connect to grand themes 
in sudden and unexpected w^s. In other words: just like her films. 

Those films, lour of them to date spread over 14 years, have barely 
scraped past the feature-length mark, but each of them has been an 
intimate gem - a dispatch from a world that looks disconcertingly alien; 
an unpantomimed, unvarnished reality. 

Reichardt is emerging as independent cinema's great short-storyteller. 
Her fims haveaseft-contained, almost haiku-like approach to narrative, 
where economy - of emotion, of expression, of lime and of finance - is 
everything. To Reichardt, small is beautiful. “H's minimalism from beginning 
to end. Thai's what I have to work with and that IHs my story-telling mode," 
she says, settling back into a chair with a coffee, slightly flushed - she's 
been shopping and we're running late. “The thing about keeping it small is 
that nobody is paying attention," she continues. “There's nobody giving me 
script notes, except for my friends that I go to - my peers that I want notes 
from. There's nobody telling me to be done for a certain festival, there's no 
test screenings. The ftms are all made very privately." 

Likeallof Reichardl'sfims, Wenefya/^d Ti/cywas shot in Oregon, and 
is based on a story by Old Joy writer Jon Raymond. It deals in alienation, 
friendship, sacrifioe and heartbreak, and offers a vision of an older America 
that's withering aw^. “My characters are very typical lor what I know," says 
Reichardt. “They are outsiders but it's because the streamlining of American 
culture and the corporatisation of American culture is so widespread and 
vast that there is this question of 'is there a room for this?'" 

Wendy, played with a quiet, sensitive brilliance by Michelle Williams, is 
pursuing that classic American dream of The West - travelling across the 
country in search of a better life. But lor all that Wendy is connected to 
a great libertarian tradition of self-dependence and opportunity, it becomes 
tragically clear that there's simply no place anymore for people like her in 
twenty-first century society. 

The idea of an alternative Ameri a is last becoming just that; a theory 
rather than a reality. “I used to drive across the country with my family when 
I was a kid and every state was particular. You knew when you were in a 
certain state from the loal food to the loal radio station to whatever it was 
that macJe it unique," Reichardt explains. “Now I drive across country and it 
doesn't matter what state you're in - as scran as you get off the coast it's all 
just chain stores, and the media is all Clear Channel, and the only local radio 
you can f nd is Christian radio. So people in my films have the life I know - 
ae who I know - but it's never going to look manstream to people because 
that's become a very homogenised corporate culture. We should forget the 


War on Terror, the wa on the corporatisation of America should be worked 

It turns out that the battle lines of the culture wars have been stealthily 
redrawn. It's not Issues that are at stake now for America's liberals, but 
the very idea of 'ideas' itseR. “The thing that really works for the right wing 
in America is that so much of the population is under-educated, ad more 
so all the time with the attack on scienice in schools. The reality is that if 
you go to certain states that teach creat’onism in school, like in Kansas, 
then you can't go anywhere ad get into college," Reichardt argues. “Even 
the right wing journalist David Brooks , the op-ed guy in The New York 
Times, even he acknowledges the Republicans' complete assault on 
thinking. Anyone with higher education is referred to as 'elitist'. But elitism 
is anybocJy that's reading about ay other culture; that's travelling aywhere. 
Something like 80 per cent of Americans will never leave America. It's like 
s^ing 'Marxism'. H's notan in-cJepth thought, it's ;ust a flash of something 
that isn't 'American'." 

As America dips into recession, however, there's a sase that alternativs 
lifestyles are on the rise once more. “There is this big community of young 
people who ae chcrasing to live outside the system, which isa throwbakto 
the cJepression-era times," says Reichardt. “H you don't have a net of family 
support, orfinacial and social, then your options are really quite fmited, but 
there are these kids who say - instead of having a proper job and getlng 
money to p^ rent, to just exist - they say, 'You know, fll chcrase this other, 
alternative lifestyle'. Those are the kids in the beginning of thef Im, these 
gutter punks. They're homeless and they travel across the crauntry hopping 
trains - ad H's quHe a dangerous life to be hopping trains in a post-9/1 1 
world in America- ad they live a very rough life but th^do live off the grid." 

But after eight years of a Bush administration in which any deviance - 
moral, social, religious - was seen as a threat. Middle America isn't going 
to give ground wHhout a fight. “Anything that's slightly alternative. Hall gets 
sold as just a drain on society," Reichadt admits. For her, the frustration is 
tiat many Americans who have sided with the Republican Party ae the very 
people who have been hurt by its polcies. “The middle of Amaraa votes for 
the partythat works against them al the time," she argues. “They keep them 
under-educated, they keep them going into the milHary, keep them afraid of 
the government." 

And Reichardt? Wheredoes she find haself mall this? Bom in Rorida, 
schooled in New York, working in Oregon - which country does she belong 
to? “I'm an American," she says. “Whateverthat means." 
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The beauty in the work of McCandless, teto of Sean Penn's 

Baudelaite. TS Biol once wrote. Mio The iWid. Wendy is an old- 
isin tf^wayitccnjuras 'ihepoffiie fashioned economic migrani, 
des deports, the po&ie des salks heading \\fesl lo find \w3ik. nol just 

d’ociente'. It wasn't so much the heisdf. Lucy is her dog, her taiiy 

journey as the liminal spaces friend and companion, but after 

betsteen them that captured the their car breaks down, a series of 
poet's imaginalion - ihepossibBines, unfortunate twists sees them paned, 
dreams and regrets that places of bringing Wendy's life of perpetual 
departure set before the soul. motiOT to a sudden, jarring stop. 

In ttfeidy and Lucy, Kelly Working from a Jen Raymond 

Reichardt plays with the flipside; short story, Rekchatdl has assembled 
the agony of stasis, and the a tender and intimate drama that 

loneliness that comes from being deftly touches on subjects ranging 
stuck between a nebulous here from America's class divide (in 

and a distant there which principles are the privilege of 

MkfelleWiDiams is Wendy, thewealtl^), lo industrialisation and 

a young drifter passing through sdf-klaitity "You're a long w^ from 

the Pacific Northwest on hervtay home, aren't you?" asks a friendly 

to Alaska Unlike Christopher security guard, but Wendy has no 


home, no history, no identity in natural light, with understated 

Reichardt 's great sirenph as performances and a soundtrack 
a director is her empathy, and her composed from the noise of an ever- 
feeling for America as a bewildering present railroad (as both a metaphor 
pbce. Having lived arvl worked in of impennanence and a subtle rxtd 
NewYotkfor20 years, shebringsan towards Raymond's original title. Thiin 
outsider's perspective to America's Chdrl . like Old Jov . Wendy and Lucy is 
heartland, and finds it a strange and a film cf small details and urussuming 

intimidating country. craftsmanship. It m^ be too slight for 

That it's also graced by some, but if you let it get under your 

moments of quiet humanity is skin, it packs a devastating emotional 

central to the^pealof her films. coda. Matt Bochenskl 
Her characters are vulnerable and 

inperfect (how you react to Wenefy AnlicipjliDO, OHJi^ViSS good, but t wasn't 

may hinge on whether you think her roal^ Siat get d. © 

troubles are self-inflicted), but they 

are also dignified and reaLcpable EiDymait A tender end lovely little film. O 

of love and - perhps the haidesi 

thing of all- self-sacrifice. In llBlriBpect Reicbardt IS caiving Iter own 

Shot almost entirely outdoors nlcbe-lot® It or leave It O 

A, 




Nothing promotes apathy quite 
Bke being preached at, it's great 
10 find that the latest 'captivating' 
and 'powerful' eco-documentaty, 
The Age of SitflJtd, is actually a 
captivating and powerful piece 
of filmmaking as well as a call-to- 
arms to help the planet. Taking 
a look at our current devil-may- 
care attitude to climate change 
from a fictional 2055, Pete 
ftostlahwaite plays an archivist at 
the helm d a deserted futuristic 
museum (or maybe mausoleum 
would be more apt) of the human 
race, hoofing around on his own 
while the planet disintegrates 
around him. He delves into the 
video vaults to compile the oase 


for the prosecution in a tr^ that pits 
our current destiuctive indifference 
against the environmental havoc 
that will ensue unless we get our 
heads out of our proverbial behinds 
and halt climate change. 

Pete's 'archive footage' is all 
^nuine, gleaned from recent nevts 
items or filmed by director Franny 
Anmirong and her crew, putting the 
climate change argument out there 
with real people. There's the Indian 
buanessman bringing low-cost air 
travel to the working classes despite 
the pollution; the Hurtiane Katrina 
survivor who earned a living in the 
oil industry: and the Ni^r^ living 
with the aftei-elfeets of Shell CM on 
her country. 


It's hard to dedde whether 
the grim fate that awaits us if we 
don't act is more shocking than 
the excuses we find not to do 
anything. Thke Piers and Lisa, two 
renewable-eneigy champions wiio 
initially come across as middle- 
class do-goodets, but whose plight 
to install a wind farm in their 
rural village is opposed by their 
neighbours, blind to the fact that 
their beautiful country views can 
only be preserved by the odd wind 
tutbire on the horizon These 
people are unbelievable. 

Interspersed with some 
natty anitiation TheAgeofStupid 
manages to blend the factual 
wtith the ertotiotBl without ever 


feeling too earnest or didactic. 
The only problem for the film 
could be that it m^ only reach the 
converted - the kind of audience 
who pay to see an independent 
eco-documentary- tatherthan 
the masses. Laura Bushell 


on AIGoffl taught Its ttte cliirstfi 
£ts, blit this mKture offttlon, 


[njpEH Thsughttully putttgatherautl 
wtll researched, its liKredihly inffirestlug 
as Mil as heipg,Mll,a hltterri^ipg. O 

Is Retrospect Very peisuaslneaiideiigagiug, 
tefshopetreachesahigaudBra.© 
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I CAN'T THINK 
STRAIGHT 


mSCTEOBVSjin!!!^ 

STlfllllllllisaK^.SlMlN 

SIMiiltreWaia 


That I Can't Thinfe Straight 
even scored a release is alteatfy a 
significant vicioty. Beset by myriad 
stHfos throughout production - at 
one point a backer disappeated vath 
the reek, arel director Shamim Sarif 
spent a year in court hying to get 
them back - it's vety existence is 
a triumph for independent cinema 
But it's such a mish-mash of terrible 
ideas sabotaging arcete themes that 
you to wonder if it was worth 
fightingfor. 

Any complaint has to begin with 
the dubbing For a film diot primarily 
in the UK with English-speaking 
actots, it defies sense, iraantly putting 
up a wall that's impossible to ga over. 
And even if you could, there's not 
much on the other side. 


FIFTY DEAD 
MEN WALKING 



Despite the still-smouldering 
political context (the Northern 
Ireland "lYoubles 'l; despite the 
charismatic lead performance 
ft'om Jim Sturgess, and erratic 
but walchable support from Ben 
Kingsley; and even despite the 
grimly compeDing source material 
from Republican informa Martin 
McGarfland (cat >Micse book the 
film is based); despite it aD.Fyty 
Dead Men LHilking just doesn't work. 

It hits crisis point midway 
through the second aa. By then 
we've seen cheelq' Bdlast cteppy 
McGartlartd, as played by Stutgess, 
facing off against the 'occifl3>ing' 
British forces and wooing the local 
ladies (step forward Natlalie Press 



Tbla (UsaRay)isashy giri <ai 
the cusp of understanding that 
she's a lesbian, who maintains an 
uneventful heterosexual relationship 
more for friendship than anything 
else. It's not untD she meets Leyla 
(Sheetal Sheth) that Tbla realises 
the truth whQe gradually falling 
in love Sheth and Ray have some 
teal chemistry, and the resomnce 
oftheir passion and affection stands 
out against the other off-the-shelf 
characters and the quagmire of 
rom-com cliche dsewhere. 


But as this romance delicatdy 
unfolds, Sarif chooses to pepper the 
dalogue writh a pditital discourse 
on the IsraelVPalestinian conflict. 
For 30-odd seconds every few 
scenes, a few trite words are 
exchan^don the issue, which ate 
ultimately offensive to both sides 
Like the decision to dub, it's a self- 
defeatingnarrative gambit, and it's 
hard to comprehend the thinking 
behind it in a romantic cometfy. 

The sense of discomfort these 
scenes ddiver infects the test of the 


film, as does that irrpenetrable block 
of dreadful dubbing. That's a sfame, 
because there's a decent love 
story at the heart of! Can't Think 
Straight that would stand 
on its own if only it was allowed 
to. Jon Williams 

totcipatDnWliataclevertltle O 

Eojoyraeiit TlKiD'ssoire iDal itfrara Id 
afrsDgtheMbedfnDseDse O 

In Relrospect M Dotmnti the etfcit. O 



as Lara) with equal gusto. He 
falls in wtith the neighbourhood 
Prows but is socn recruited by a 
Specal Branch hotKho codenamed 
'Fergus' (Kinsley) to inform on his 
terrorist brethren Naturally, before 
you can say 'deep ojver', Martin is 
in deep shit. 

ArvlyeJ, unlike the protagonists 
cf other rteep cover staples (Donnie 
Brosco . The Deported, Traitor) . 
Manin acts without heroic motive. 
He is ideologically nationalist, and 
a self-declared hater of 'the Brits'. 


Yet he informs. For what? For 
mono', of course. The movie, bang 
a movie hates this. It tries instead to 
mate Martin excessively charismatic, 
to distract us from his grubby teaity 
arxl his dramatic inertia. 

Everyone he meets - men 
and women - swoons (in one 
hilarious scare some Libyan arms 
dealers, instead of kicking him to 
death, submit to his charm). By Act 
Three, the film drops all pretence 
of caring, and simply throws the 
thriller handbook at the screen - 


inckidinga harrowing supporting 
role forRcse McGowan (playingan 
IRA Mata Haric aled Grace), and a 
buJa-riddai carcfase that features 
an ambulance and a machine gun 
Piffle. Kevin Maher 

AntcipatiDn. GiDatfeswal buzz. FiDBlIy.the 
tnilh about TbeTmublfis O 

EiijDyiTient A alow alide loto tbe bog of clicbe, 
fcrDiulaaDd diaappoiDbroDlG 

Id RetDspecL So iraDy cbaDcsa, waaQd. O 
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MARIEV & ME 


BRSCnDK tefliFrartil 
SIlillHIiOiiwvitsoi 
Mnfa AncDa Man Min 


Warp Films are making a name for themselves backing edgy projects, 
bul they need to do better than Hush. When Ws girlfriend Beth (Christine 
Bottomley) is snatched by a hooded truck driver, it's up toZakesfWiH Ash) 
to man up and save the day. It's an intriguing premise that touches on 
personal responsibility and the m€iia;e of oidinaiy locations, butTonderai 
isunabletoseeit throu^. His lussy direction is distraaing but then perfaps 
he realised that in Will Ash he's lumbered with a leading man \tho does his 
best work when his mouth is closed. Worse, Hush offends various rules of 
logic underthe guise of 'suspending disbelief', a weakness that undermines 
its impressive nasty streak and a great twist at the half-way point. In a 
crowded genie, it simply has nothing new to offer. Matt Bochenski 


Marley &Me would have made such a great GAP advert were it not 
for that pesl^ 'character-giving' nose of Owen Wilson's. No doubt the 
casting directors thou^l he'd add a bit of indie oredibiily loafOm that's 
otherwise sickeningly picture perfect. With Jennifer Anision co-aarring 
as Wilson's perfect new wife, Mr and Mrs Grogan start out married life 
in perfectly sunny Florida as the world's most optimislioally paid rookie 
journalists, if their successiOT cf increasingly mansion-like love neas is 
anything to go by. It's all perfect until loveable Labrador pup Marley 
comes into their life and starts orapping all over their soft furnishings 
and humping pecqjle's legs. If its December 25 US release date signified 
anything, it's that some dogs really are jua for Christmas. Ellen E Jones 



WONDERFUL TOWN 


DKECTlBY iatvatoJil 
STNHIG/iciiiMSaiionlnL 
Si4v1b]| Kmisi Dd '6airiMi)iiig 


GUN CRAZY 


BKBTlBY JcsRihmwii 

STlinilliJdiiiikngw 

Cuimns BtmKioqti 


Residents of Takua Pa in south Thailand are still suffering the 
aftermath of the 2004 tsunami. Whfle the practicalities of rebuilding are 
sirai^lfbrwaid, there's tw apparent solution for curing the hostile dgsrassion 
haunting ihelown. The arrival of young architect TbniAnchalee Saisooniom) 
bringsiheihreatcf new life into Tblcua Pa Visiling a work project, he strikes 
up a Icve aifeir with hotel owner Na (Supphasil Kansen), but their romarere 
becomes a source of resentment for those who cannot move on with 
their own lives. Shunning the simplistic motif d camaraderie in the face of 
adveisily, Wond£tfuI Tbum explores all angles of human behaviour. Adiya 
Assaral's direction is delicate and beaulifulty observed, and the result is 
a poignant m^shol of a wounded community. AQsa Caine 


Bart (John Dali) and Laurie (Peggy Cummins) love guns. But Bart 
has no interest in killing. Laurie, on the other hand, in her yearning 
for ultravioleni ea:itemenl, is alarmingly trigger-happy Ban proposes 
and Laurie accepts, but vthen the money runs diy, she peisuartes Ban 
that they should become partners in crime and a rampage ensues. 
Epitomising the B -film noir alongside Edgar G Ulmer's 1945 Detour. 
Joseph H Lewis's Gun Cro^ (originally released in 1950) is also one 
of the great cult movies in American cinema history. A major influence 
on both Bonnie and Clyde and the French New Wave (with Goda id 
a particular admirer), it's a film that far transcends its low budget 
constraints. Jason Wood 
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Set in Sweden in the early 1900s. Jan TVoell's Eueriasling Moments 
tells the stoiy of Mara a 'wiking rlass vwirran yjio wins a camera in a lottery. 
It danges her life - enabling her to meet [iiotographer Sebastian ftedersen 
and discover a love of taking pictures. As Maria's talent develops so does her 
strength of charaoter. Battling with an abusive husband, she takes solace in 
her photogtafiisarxl her developing frierriship withSdsastian. Despite her 
constraints as a woman in the early twentieth centuty, she buflds a part-time 
oareer as a photographer. EiierlastingMoments is both a gentle and brutal 
story as Ttoell explores the frustrations of working-class life through the 
camera's lens With moments of charm punctuating theoften-harsh narrative, 
it rraragestobeboth wei^tyandpl^ul in equal measure. Ailsa Caine 


After Hunearv'j Children of Glory bnd Estonia'j 'The Sna'ng Reu>lun'on I 
comes another film that thtowscff the sha;kles of Soviet occupation to tdl 
itsownstotyin itsownwotdsln 1940, 12,000 Fblisholficets were munteted 
by the Red Army in the forest of Katyn - a massacre that the Ktemin later 
tried to blame on the Nazis. The pain and injustice of this experience Hn^rs 
in every frame, as Anna (Maja Ostaszewska) waitsyearsfor newsof her 
husband while a cynical game of politics unfolds. Never knowingly 
urxlerstated. Vi&jdaemidoysarangeof sweeping shots and orchestral cues 
to ramp up the emotion, occasionalty sacrificing intimacy for the grander 
narrative of history. But this remains a brutal stoty (interestingly, one absent 
of Jews) that builds to a shocking climax. Matt Bochenski 



CHERRY BlQSSaiVIS 


STlHlNIi ETTFWEfPeH 
lUmtiirtElsm.Ayi litzikl 


THE BURNING PLAIN 


So-called for the Japanese symbol of beauty and imperma nence, 
Cheny Blossoms is a film suffused with sadness Indebted to Ozu' ^Tbft^ 

I Story [ and enthralled by J^anese culture as a symbol of elusive happiness. 
It follows an elderly Bavarian cou[de whose viat to their children dredges up 
iheinsecuriliesandselfishnessofchildhood. A cruel twist (iraybe loo cruel) 
sends the film inanewdirecticn- to Japan itself, a devoticnal pilgrimage to 
reclaim and reconnect with something that has been forever lost. There are 
moments of absolute heartbreak in Cherry Blossoms, but the visval econany 
of the film's first half disappears in its second. Doris Dbrrie's camera 
meanders around Tokyo, mimicking the dislocaticn of tar characters, but 
dragging the film beyorxl what feds like its natural length. Matt Bochenski 


Vast, impassive landscapes; intersecting storylines and deliberately 
washed out visuals -much of Guillermo Arriaga's directorial debut will 
be familiar from hisscreenwriting work with Alejandro Gcnzalez Inarritu. 
Arriaga's fascination with how lives interconnect remains - The Burning 
Plain serves up actions, causes and consequences for simultaneous 
observation. His worldview is a biblical one; the sins of the father are visited 
on Santiago (JD fhrdo) ; Sylvia (Chaiiize Theron) discovers the redenptive 
power of love; andQrH (Kim Basinger) islilerally consumed by the fbmes 
of ter desire. The occasionally pompous tone will no doubt irritate some, 
yet a naluraiaic shooting style and great petfoimancesfrom both Theron 
and Basinger save it from suiting into melodrama Ellen E Jones 
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HOW DO YOU FILM THE UNFILMABLE? MAKE IT VIOLENT, SEXUAL AND 
AS LONG AS POSSIBLE, SAYS WATCHMEN DIRECTOR ZACK SNYDER. 
WORDS BY JONATHAN CROCKER 

The wells of 2acl< Snyder's LA office ere draped He gof e remrnder of Werchmen's Ihree* absolutely supposed To be PG'13,' he remembers, 

with 300 posters. You can't blame him. The decade stay In development hell when it came Then Snydershowed them the footage. "The studio 

Watchmen director's Spartan battle royale was to agreeing a budget for his superhero epic. wasllke, 'Uuuuuh, how am I supposed to feelabout 

the movte that made Hollywood's new golden boy. "Beoause of all The other versions of the movie The Comedian? fa he a good guy? Because he's 

Inamercilesssurpriseattack In 2007, itOestroyed they've tried. It had a lot of the costs already shooting a pregnant woman In this scene and 




jmvD 



THE COMEDIAN 

“The funny thing ^ well, net ee funny - was that I 
somehow sympathised wtth The Comedian, which 
I found very odd given the atrocities he commits. 
So as an actor, it's a tremendous challenge to 
attempt to rape a woman, shoot a pregnant woman 
and various other misdeeds and yet humanise him 
to the point where the audience can sympathise 
with him, I've spent my life playing Denny in 
Grey's Analomv or PS I Love You . So when I want 
in and read, I added the E'Word to the script about 
20 times. 2aok was like, 'You're the guy! Are you 

constantly say, '1 didn't know Robert Downey Jr 
was In tVstchmen.' God, people!” 



‘Having this comic, I loved being able to see 
physicaily what Nite Owl did. His expressions, 
how he holds his arms or his posture. My fighting 
style is heavy'handed, close-fisted and power- 
co-ordinated. I think all the fight choreography 
is unbelievable, but it's all very specific to the 
character. And he's a very human character: our 
of shape, impotent, wants to go after a giri that's 
still In a relationship with a guy. Our first day in the 
suits was the scene we break Rorschach our of 
piison. Jaokie Earle Haley and I iust sort of looked 
at each other and laughed. Because this was like 
Lirrfe Children 2, where Brad Adamson and Ronnie 
McGorvey went on to become superheroes!” 



DR MANHATTAN 


RORSCHACH 


OZYMANDIAS 


"It's one of The inleresTInf Things ThaT Alan 
Moore does, in my esilmaTion, to aubverl the 
idea of The superhero, to say, 'This Is what 
would really happen to a human wiTh this kind 
of power He would become disinteresfed In 


level of Isolation and 

wore whlTe pyjamas 
s basTcally a lighting 


had 140 dots on my face. I dIdn'T look like rhar. 
which is This six-foot four-inches, well hung, 
huge masTsr of marrer." 


'I remember the day the CG guys said, 'Key, we 
got the first blot-test for Rorschach's mask.' And 
It was like, 'Whoa!' Rorschach Is such an iconic 
character. Such a twisTed fuck, but in a weird, 
admirable way. It's hard to desoribe. Hopefully 
this guy doesn'T walk the planer, you know whaT 
I mean? But he's a wonderful, thoughT-provokJng 
character. He's a lesson of what we don't want 
In society. I kinds went quasi-berserk, jusT 
being alone, out there in Vancouver, six months, 
studying this guy constantly. I started talking 
to myself. It's weird. That's all I can say. I never 
hold on to characters, but this guy has forced 
that door open." 


"I don't know why Zack boThered casting me 
in some ways. Because I'm not 40-years-old. 
I don't lock anyrhing like the character, I'm not 
blond. I'm not builT like a fucking tank, Tm not 
particularly smart. I'm not particularly quick and 
I can'T carch a bulleT. So we're asking a lot from 
The audience! He's not a parTlcularly nice man. 
But I suppose that's what Alan Moore was doing, 
saying that people who dress up In costumes 
and go out and fight people are more likely to 
be socJopathtc Themselves. But I've always liked 
Ozymandias. And definitely Jude [Law] did too, 
because when I got there all the artwork still had 
his head on IT!" 




WUh hl9 scarred face, janguorous delivery and 
fondness for booze, fbe fafe German'AmerIcan 
writer Charles Bukowakf perfaoted a template 
for the skid'row lowlife. Some might consider 
him a Beat poet, hut he doesn't quite fit with the 
expansive /ole de vivre of It all. While Kerouac 
went out on the road to seek enlightenment, 
BukowskI left home because there was no place 
else to go. 

He stayed In motels and flophouses. 
Drank alone with the blinds pulled down, while 
Beethoven and Brahms blasted out of a transistor 
radio. In Philadelphia, he spent twO'and-S'half 
years in a bar, fighting the landlord and running 
errands in exchange for free beer. Yet. with a bit of 
help from John Fante. the novelist who gave him 
his plain talkin' style, he defined the American 
underclass in his novels and poems, as he set 
about putting hla experiences down on paper. 

Bukowskl's Los Angeles could be seen as the 
Inverse companion of David Lynch’a. While the 
movies ere surreal explorations of the darkness 


breathed beer-stained life into autobiographical 
stories about the nobodies who posted their 
mall and packaged their meat In warehouses. 
Vet during the ‘BDs he befriended the Hollywood 
elite, working on the film Barfly, hanging our with 
Sean Penn and Madonna, writing a book based 
on his experiences: Hollywood . He had contempt 
for the fakes, once telling the future Governor of 
California. Arnold Schwarzenegger, that he was 
‘a piecB of shit*. 

He was flawed; he womanised: he gambled; he 
drank - a lor. His fondness for the bottle came, he 
said, to avoid committing suicide. Throughout hla 
life the abiding Irtfiuenoe on his writing was the 
Incredible cruelty he suffered as a child: his father 
converted the family bathroom Into a torture 
chamber In which he would belt him until welts 
and bruises covered the young Bukowskl's body, 
his mother looking on. Consequently hla writing 
embodied his disgust with hollow men who, like 
hie father, everted power over those below them 
because they could. 

Inflated pride thrives on cheap brutality, and 
BukowskI knew It. But for all his nihilism, he was 
never cruel, just honest. Today, In London streets 
that reek of LA ersatz-nese, we could all do with 
a bit more of that. TNgmHWS 


Bukowtkl- Bom Into Ttilg. 
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THEORIGINAL 

BARFLY | m. 









A missionary couple (Woody Harrelson. Emily 
Mortimer) become embroiled in a shady world of 
corruption, violence, guilt and deceit after meeting 
a pair of drug runners on the famous Beiilng*ro' 
Moscow train route, n 


This ne^ected film la Southern Gothic at its 
best and a must for all Huston fans, since this 
is Its delayed DVD debut. Extras include Interviews 
with actors Amy Wright and Brad Dourit as well as 
t, Michael and Benedict Fitzgerald. Cll 

JEAN-PIERRE 
MELVILLE BOX SET 

Nora bad haul at ail, but where is LaSamourar ? Beloved 
of French New Wave fans, cult director Jsan*Pierra 
made moody films whose super-fast zooms 
and camera trickery don't half look dated now. 6H 


in 


GENERATION KILL 


How do you follow up 'The Greatest TV Show of All 
Time*? Easy: make one that's even better. The Wire 
^ f David Simon and Ed Burns have followed up 
' n rP/ their cop masterclass with this blistering, epic and 

brilliant series about a platoon of Recon Marines 
spearheading the Invasion of Iraq In 2003. You 
have to see It to believe how good TV can be. Mi 

REPO! THE 
GENETIC OPERA 

From the 'visionary' who brought you the Saw 
sequels (not the original, mind) comes this 
stralghr-to-DVD effort about a biotech company 
that offers organ transplants... for a price. Not 
to be confused with Alex Cox's genuinely 
provocative 1984 Repo Man. W 

BOYS ON FILM I: 

HARD LOVE 

The aptly named Peccadillo Pictures are releasing 
this collection of nine International short films that 
rake a multl-angled approach to contemporary 
gay kfestyles. This Is the first 
cf gay shorts in the UK. MB 


Two radically different men from Havana ' an 
apolitical gay artist and a fiercely homophobic 
communist - overcome their mutual suspicion 
to form a lasting, if challenging, friendship. Topk 
home the Special Jury Prize at Sundance In I99S. 
Fourteen years on, you can still see why. GH 


4:30 


Shot through with green light and the incidental 
noise of crickets chirruping, Royetan Tan 
beautifully captures the peace and loneliness 
of Xiao Wu (Xiao Li Yuan), a young boy under 
the unreliable watch of a suicidal alee he lie whom 
he Idolises. HB 

THE DUCHESS 

Total heartbreak from start to finish, the 
generally repellenl Keira Knightley gives 
a career-defining performance as Georglana, 
Duchess of Devonshire, while Bullet Bov 's Saul 
Dibb surprised thoee who'd pegged him as 
a director of urban Brlt-flicks alone. GH 

lANTICRISTO 

Italian maestro Ennio Morricone lays on the 
soundtrack for this silly, yet moOishly kitsch, 
Italian 'possession horror' starring Carla Gravina 
as a one-time witch turned man slayer in need 
of an exorcism. The subtext runs deep. GH 


^AVAILABLE MARCH 23 


AN EMPRESS I 
AND THE 
WARRIORS 

Take an unlikely romance, dress It in a martial 
arts epic and stab st It with cheeky humour 
and you've got Asian singer/actress Kelly Chen 
starring as a feisty princess who must chose 
between love and duty when she suddenly finds 
herself Empress. RT 


Stylislically influenced by Chris Marker's La 
Jefda. Jonas Cuaron's debut is made entirely 
from still photos snapped from his real life, laced 
togetherby a fictional narrative. CH 



ZACKAND MIRI 
MAKE A PORNO 

The letesr let'dewn from Kevin Smith stare Seth 
Rogen as Zack and Elizabeth Banks ae MIrl, and 
it does exactly what It says on the tin. Sex on tape 
with laughs, just net enough. CH 


^AVIUUHLE MARCH 30 


THE OUTSI DER [ 

Tyson director James Toback Is the subject of this 
documentary by Nicholas Jarecki. filmed on the set 
of Toback's Whert WW I Be Loved in 2004. This is 
indie filmmaking laid bare. H 

A TIME TO 
LOVE AND A 


This unique World War II movie set In the bombed' 
our ruin of Berlin brought Sirk international acciaini. 
Based on the novel by Erich Marla Remarque, 
h follows a soldier who reunites with an old friend 
as they try to survhra the horrors of war. Ml 

OF TIME 
AND THECTTY 

The Scouse director's elegiac essay to his hometown 
Is a time capsule of stunning 
together with Davies's own intimr 
contemporary footage. Remin [seen 
Mv Winnipeg this Is a dreamy loye 

HEAVY LOAD 

'This ts a classic rockumentary: an anarchic, 
outrageous examination of the spirit of punk. That 
It's set amongst day-oare centres and social workers 
Is because the band, Heavy Load, la comprised of 
people with learning disabilities (see picture, inset) 
one mission to reclaim the mainstream. Ml 


THE CORNER 

After writing Homtede. A Ycor on the Kifime Streets , 
but before he turned it intoaoiccooOrama The Wire. 
□avid Simon warmed up to the task by writing about 
a black family in the thick of things on a Baltimore 
drug corner. Thar became this series directed by 
arles Dutton, and h's full of fascinating 
s to its more acclaimed successor. HI 


SUPER HIGH ME 

This docu'comedy for people who Think 'Anyone 
here smoke weed?' Is a sharp one-liner, apes Morgan 
Spurlockb Super She Me . Stand-up comedian Doug 
Benson smokes marijuana for 30 days to see the 
effects; but direction, purpose and analysis gat lost 
somewhere In a doud of... Sorry... Whaf ware we 
saying... Urn, got any munchles? HI 


EVERYDODY 

WINS 

Czech director Karel Ralsz only made two more 
films for cinema in the 21 years after The French 
Lieufenanf's Womsn , the last of which was this 
PI thriller written by Arthur Miller. Nick Noire Is 
effective In the lead role, but it's a disappointing 
way for Relsz to bow out. MB 



Expectations are justifiably high for Channel 4'3 
new trilogy of films based on David Peace's cult 
Yoikshire Ripper trilogy; something like a grimy 
Northern Chinafoivn with Paddy Considine, 
David Morrissey and Andrew Barfield (remember 
the name: this kid could be huge) tackling the police 
corruption at the heart of a bungled itive&tigafion. PH 

LADY IN WHITE 

of Witness Lukas Haas played a young boy 


jingoistic affairs full of patriotism and 
propaganda, Powell and Preesburger were 
doing something else altogether. This Is the 
etartllng etory of an alcoholic bomb disposal 
expert pushed to the limit. Save It for a double 
bill with Kathryn Bigelow's upcoming The Hurt 
Locker . MB 


SHANGHAI 

TRIAD 


terrorised by visions of child murder In this 
IdBB thriller. Legend has It that director Frank 
LaLoggia convinced Haas That his mum was 
dead to prepare him for a cruciaj scene, eo 
The least we can do Is be supportive. MB 


Chinese maestro Zhang Yimou's beck catalogue 
continues to leak out onto DVD. Once again he 
teams up with Gong LI, this time for a predictably 
sumptuous story of gang wars and forbidden 
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SEmoFmmpmEs 
ON CLASSIC FILMS 
ANDCIimOSIJIESJNAJ 
NAVE BEEN AOOILNO EVEN 
LONGEBJNANWENAVE. 

WOBOS BY JASON l/VOOO 
ILLILSIBAJIONBYSTEVIEGEE 


made available on DVD for ibe firel lime 
in the UK, Chrla Petit's fladio Ort ranks alongside 
Performance (Donald Cammell. I97D) as one of 
the moat striking feature debuts in British cinema. 
A haunting synthesis of road movie and thriller 
- with added existential overtones - Petit's film 
reflects a number of the director's fascinations. 
Most pronounced Is the interest in the mythology 
of freedom In the climate of ennui, desoair and 
uncertainty threatening to suffocate late 1970s 
Britain. With Low and fferoee-era Bowie dominating 
the soundtrack, music also features highly, as does 
an interest In ail things automative. 

Previously the film editor at Time Puf. Petit saw 
noThlngon the English screen that corresponded to a 
modem life that for him combined "drltt and boredom. 
Aiofraviffe . JG Ballard and Kraftwerk". An admirer of 
Monte Heilman's Two-Lane Bfacktoo and Peckinpah's 
flrmg Me rfie Heed of Alfredo G^rcis , Petit began 
to wonder why a British film couldn't explore the 
enduring rheme of migration while presenting 
contemporary England as a cinematic landscape. 


Similarly enthralled by The austere aesthetic of 
Bresson, Straub and Bosseillni, It was the films of 
WIm Wenders, with their bored, conflicted heroes 
and endless autobahns thel Indicated that a way of 
actually making films might be possible. Possibility 
became reality when the German director responded 
to Petit's overtures, and became hts executive 
producer. Petit had to audition for the privilege, and 
when esked by Wenders how he Intended to shoot 
the film - a pertinent Question to put to someone 
who had never made a film before - he responded 
quite simply, 'Black-and'White; SBrnm”. The answer 
obviously proved conclusive. 

Minimalist In plot. Radio On follows a young 
man (asuitably distant OavIdBeames who, onscreen, 
is given the beat haircut In movie history) as he 
travels by car to Bristol to investigate the death tn 
mysterious circumstances of his brother. So far, so 
Get Carter . As the man drives, he encounters figures 
as rootless as himself; a soldier deserting from duty 
in Northern Ireland; a German woman (Usa Kreuzer, 
on loan from Wenders) looking for her lest child; 


■ in .m iR.cnimF online nowi 






artd a rural rock 'n' roll'loving garaga mechanic 
with a perichartr for Eddie Cochran and dreams cf 
stardom. The mechanic Is an early and surprisin^y 
etteottve Sting. The ellecltveness cl hts performance 
attrlbutahle to the fact that he sings rather than acts. 
Stunningly photographed In luminous monochrome 
by another Wenders regular. Robby Muller's 
assistant Martin Soh afar, the film offersamythlc and 
compelling vision of a British landsoape stricken by 
economic decline anO stalled between tailed hopes 
of cultural and social change, and the upheavals 
of Thafcherism. 

Petit, who has subsequently carved out a 
simultaneous career as a novelist, has eloquently 
written of hts love of driving and music, citing the 
portable radio cassette as one of the greatest 
Inventions of the twentieth century, and the m'Car 
stereo as the means by which the dreary reality 
of Britain could be transcended. Tapping Info the 

On incorporates the device cf radio bulletins to 
foreground the political climate. Moreover. It Is 


simply a great jukebox movie, effectively utilising 
the new wave sounds of Bowie. Robert Fripp. 
Kraftwerk and Devo . 

Working with a meagre budget - the film was 
one of the first to be given financial backing from 
the BFI production board with matching funding 
coming from Germany - garrulous producer Keith 
Griffiths managed to persuade then*ftedgling label 
Stiff Records to allow a number of their artists 
to be used on the spundtraok. Only Elvis 
Costello demurred. 

Despite these pop accoutrements, and despite 
signposting an audacious new direction for British 
cinema, this undeniably alien and alienating 
work that showed little real interest in character 
or plot (the thriller element of the narrative Is 
quickly abandoned) was met with suspicion and 
incomprehension on release. A few prominent critics 
such as Geoffrey Nowell Smith stoutly defended 
It, but the damage was dene and Radio On slipped 
from British cinema screens before it had a chance 
to be Truly appreoleted. 


Later celebrated by lain Sinclair In Ughfe Out 
For The Terrlion. Rad/o On was re-released to 
an audible fanfare by the British Film Institute In 
2004. and was one of the first films to play at Tate 
Modern. Continually re-assessed, the reputation 
of Petit's debut reached its apex last year when 
it was finally released in the UK on DVD (again by 
the BFI). For those wishing either to re-dlsccver 
its peculiar delicts, or those wishing to sample 
it for the first rime. The DVD edition Is nor a bad 
place to start as It Incorporates IBSB's 24-minure 
Radio On (Remix) project, a digital video assay 
with radical disruption of the original soundtrack 
by Wire's Bruce Gilbert. 

For a good many years Petit toyed with the 
idea of making a Radio On follow-up before en 
add funding climate saw him retreat to esoteric 
television projects such as Dnreouited Love . At the 
time of writing. Petit and Griffiths are collaborsting 
again on a film project purported to be about travel 
and weather. Details remain sketchy but the sense 
of anticipation is already building. 


A 




On The eve of his sevenlierh blrthdey last July, 
LA Weekly called Enzo Castellarl an 'iTallan 
drive-in God', thus hetraying how little they know 
of a country where a 'drIve-in' means a sparsely 
populated piazza and i,_Wreffpnf projected onto 
the passara-stalned vest of the fattest man in 
the village. The next day, the Italian Cultural 
Institute in Los Angeles threw him a huge birthday 
party; a measure of the affection he enjoys in 
his homeland. 

Barely known outside Italy, it now 
seems that Castellarl will be known as the 
beneficiary of the latest In a long line of 
laudable, if Increasingly random, attempts by 
Quentin Tarantino to prompt a re-examlnatlon 
of populist cinema outside of The US. His 
remake of Castellari's 1976 World War 
11 western. The Inglorious gaefards , already 
has the fanboys aalivatlng. But it would be a 
tragedy If the director becomes known only as 
Tarantino's latest monkey. 


Castellari's film career has spanned 30 yesrs 
end more than 20 features, all of Them kinetic, 
violent, sentimental and possessed of a bizarre, 
even juvenile, sense of the absurd. He grew up 
In the Borne of the 1940s, surrounded by the 
cinematic legacy of fascism, which provided a rich 
movle-making Infrastructure but allowed little in 
the way of experimantatlon. 

When liberation came and Italian cinema 
regained hs vitality In The 1950s. Castellarl. 
like Sergio Leone, was too busy drinking in the 
Amerrcsn westerns and gangster flicks flooding the 
country to pay much attention to the blossoming 
neo-reallst movement shooting on the city's streets. 
His cinema would be escapist, shamelessly popular 
and often specfacularty derivative - but it would 
somehow remain wilfully, unmistakeably European. 

Make no mistake; Castellari's films are often 
grmcrack knock-offs of Hollywood blockbusters 
(what could I973's The Mernelllea Conneetlon 
have been 'referencing'?) and have alt the 


nuanced panache of a breakfast Sambuca. But 
having grown up In post-war Italy, Castellarl knew 
a little go a long way • a talent that 
put him in on the ground Boor of several cinematic 
t bur the moat dedicated 
Caatelleiiato would put The director In the seme 
league as Leone or Peckinpah, his early work 
on the Django and Trinity aeries helped create a 
wholly new cinematic language. 

Ever the maverick, however, Castellan was 
unable to resist indulging his faith In the power 
of slapstick and shoddy spectacular to rescue 
otherwise hopelessly mishring acrioners. The 
director's gleeful willingness to gel down with the 
ridiculous reached its apogee in the jaw-dropping 
1976 western ClpoHa Colt , starring an equally 
enthuslastlo Franco Nero as the titular onion 
farmer fighting Big Railroad's tand-greb. Coh fights 
back In his unique fashion, using the power of his 
rank onion-breath and some speeded up sotion 
sequences to strike a blow for The little guy, all 
the while spurred on by thickly Roman-accented 
obscenities from his inexplicably talking horse. 
Not content with having Nero confound his heroic 
image, Castellarl also cast ths sublimely bland 
Martin Balsam as a tyrannical, fasoistlc railroad 
boss with a clockwork hand. Critics loved the 
camped-up Nazi overtones but In fact Castellari's 
subversion ran deeper; Balsam's character actually 
referenced a popular liqueur commercial of The time, 
which itself featured a mechanically enhanced bon 
vfveur rooking the drunken Gestapo vibe. 

The director's western career enjoyed a 
brief resuscitation in The early 1990s, when you 
could make a movie In The former Sorrier Union 
for a clutch of cicned Visa Electrons and some 
sausages wrapped In 
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up a bargain. Caatellarl look hia whole travelling 
show, including regular leading man Nero, out East, 
where he helped give birth to the Eoreohrweatem 
with Jena than of the gears fl993i. his own rake on 
dances Wtth Wolves. Shot for a piffling £5m, the 
movie's extraa snaffled a cool £2.50 a day with gin- 
fizz sweeteners for the huge cast of midgets that 
went everywhere with the great man. Hundreds of 
Russian cavalryman were borrowed from the local 
barracks, to be transformed Into the in|un-russlln' 
US 7th Cavalry by allowing each man a reasonably 
priced cowboy hat. 

This was the high wafer mark of Castellari's 
adventures In the Leone'meetB'tooney Tunes 
world born of the late '60s Trlnhy films. But the 
work he carried off with most aplomb was his series 
of coarse pohoiers of the 70e, most notably the 


ambitious pair of The Maraefffes Conneotlon and 
The Wero/n Busters (1977). These crime capers 
are certainly nasty and possessed of the required 
air of sleaze, but they're not exactly gislll . They 
kIck'Started a style of cop thriller that owed more 
to The Getaway and Bullin than to the detective 
procedurals of the 'BOs. More, they seemed to 
spring from the turbuienr streets of the rime; during 
the planning of Marseilles, commie terrorists 
The Red Brigades gunned down a police 
commissioner in Milan, an event the director 
Initially worked Into the plot. 

As with hia overcooked spaghetti adventures, 
Castellari created something new In the world of 
the EurO'puddfng; gangster flloke that reflected 
the insanity of the real world, replete with the 
stylish, theatrical violence being run-out for real 



by the grrgate Rosso , not to mention Rome's very 
own bad lads of the Banda della Mullaoa . who 
would later get a movie of their own - Romanzo 
Crfmtnafe (2005) - that owed not a little to 
Castellari's legacy. 



Gll Occhl FreddI Della Paura ( Cold Eves 
of Fear. 1971) was released as Despsrare 
Momenfs. 

CIpolla Colt (Onfon Coff . 1976} became 
Cry.’ Onion. 

Sene Winchester Per Un Massacre (Seven 
Hffnehesfers For A Massacre . 1969) hit the 
screens, sadly, as Renegade Riders. 

I Tre Che Sconvolsero II West - Vado, Vedo 
e Spare ( The Three That Uoset The West- 
ICame. I Saw. I Shot . 1968) hit the brevity 
buffer with One Ooffar Too Many. 

And a genuine improvement... 

Quel Mafederro Treno Sffndaro (That 
Damned Armoured Train . i978) was 
fameusly re-titied The fngforious 
Sasfards. 



DRESSED 

of Rodeo Drive hustler you migtil find on the | 
cover of a Country & Western comDilatlon In the t 
bargain bin of a European service station, Mickey | 
Rourke's Johnny Walker moseys into some J 
unnamed, low'rent, out-of-season resort on the | 
shabbier outskirts of Atlantic City like a beautiful f 
denim ghost. Spitting, drooling and farting like a | 
brewery mule, and with nothing to his name bur t 
tbe saddle that's permanently slung across his | 
shoulder and the exaggerated bow-legged gait j 
associated with so many middleweight greats, | 
the Mick, although he may initially appear t 
nothing short of mentally chailenged, is a half- | 
deoenr iourneyman prizefighter tn town to form f 
the makeweight at the bottom of some grisly | 
backstreet boxing card. f 

Monosyllabic, partially deaf and with ! 
a blurred vision that renders the world In i 
a dizzying slo-mo haze, the Mick tacitly | 
understands - with all the diamond-eyed t 
acuity of a freebasing astronaut - exactly | 
two things; saion-effect hair gel applications and f 
his undying love of thumping people. | 

The hghr In Question Is, whether by i 
accident or design, quite correctly shambolic | 
(every punch - Including body shots - triggers f 


to that of someone dropping a staok of CDs onto a 
folding chair). Like watching two drunken Dublin 
pensioners whaling on each other with fresh-air 
haymakers and slurred industrial badinage, it's 
neither exciting nor tasteful, but it does revel in 
a certain Joycean squalor and at least neither of 
them has the puff to waste our time with more than 
a couple of rounds of rusty ringplay. Handed a TKO 
(and a mop and bucket) after his opponent, 
Reuben 'Mama's Boy' McKenzie, suffers a full 
rectal prolapse following a cheeky kidney punch 
that slipped the ref's eye, the battered Rourkester 
collects a paltry purse that apparently includes the 
welcome-cr-nctfriendshlpofChrtstopherWalken's 
madballs lounge singer and all-round degenerate 
sleaze-puppet, Wesley Pendergass. 

Atter swinging by Walken's noxious nightspot 
just long enough to hear him murdering The 
Beatles' 'In An Octopus's Garden' with the help 
of his understated backing band, The Hymens, 
Mickey waddles out to the town's tumble-down 
seafront fairground in time to stop Stephen 
Baldwin's gang of Pabst-crazed ycots from 
dishing out seme generic hassle to Beautiful 
Carousel Owner, Ruby (Debra Feuer). 

A troubled tomboy. Ruby rides a 1952 Indian 


Chief, sports round shades and lugs a string of 
ponies along with some regulation backstory 
about a Geppetto-like grandfather who brought 
her up around the fairground and who, when the 
kids didn't have no money, let them ride for free. 
These were simpler limes and simple people. 
Three hours later, Rcurke has crossed the city 
limits having got his end away, enjoyed a punch- 
up, a piss-up and a heavily filtered motorbike 
montage. Man, you are going to kick yourself 
when you find out which puffy-faced schmuck 
wrote this shinola. 

To wrap everything up, Walken tines up a 
score that he needs Mickey's muscle to pull off. 
The Mick, against his doctor's advice, accepts 
a big money fight with a local brawler (ex-IBF 
Light Middleweight champ Buster Drayton), 
while Ruby needs a few grand to save her rickety 
deathtrap from being condemned. Which of the 
two bonehead plays will the Mickman choose to 
help out? God only knows; by this stage you'll 
be eoboing that other Great White Hope of '80s 
middleweights, Panamanian loon Roberto Durdn, 
wbo once threw up his hands In the middle of a 
title bout with Sugar Ray Leonard and bcllered, 
to anyone who would listen, 'No mAs. no mas.r 

No more. Mickey. Ne more. lUMGEUVIS 






24 HOURS TO DEAL 
YOURSELF OUT 


“PACKS A POWERFUL 
PUNCH... AN URBAN 
FILM WITH HEART, 
GUTS AND SOUL” 

★ ★★★ 

THE LIST 

★ ★★★ 


DAN EL MAYS RIZ AHMED and JASON FLEMYNG 


“WILL RESTORE YOUR 
FAITH IN BRITISH FILM” 

DAZED AND CONFUSED 


NOMINATED FOR 

5 BRITISH INDEPENDENT FILM AWARDS 

INCLUDING BEST ACTOR (RIZ AHMED) 
AND BEST SUPPORVNG ACTOR (DANIEL MAYS) 



SHUHER 

ISLAND 

DRECnO By Mgln Satsia ffl Octtiec ZIES 
YoungArgentine 
dire nor Celina Mtnsa 
^ent afraosi tvro months on the set 
ofScoisese's drama about an escaped 
murderer hiding out on Shutter Island 
while being mentored by the great 
man. 'Each frame is referencing some 
other film," she tdisus. "It's a huge 
production." Okay, not very insightful, 
but we’re excited anyway. 


DEAD SNDW 


FOOTAGE 


BBtCTEDBy TMiimrrtia fTtSOOg 

Another acquisition 
for IFC Films, this is 
a Norwegian horror outing that sees a 
group of ski-bound teens facing up to 
the threat of Naa zombies. 'Eins, zwei, 
die!’ screams the ridicuious-but-bri!Iiant 
tagline -and the traSerlooksace too. 


THE CDVE 

OKECraiBy LiiijtftliW fTtTBt 

ran 

the mass slaughter of dolphins 
is sanaioned by the Japanese 
government. Louie Psihoyos’s 
documentary doesn’t sound like 
a barrel of laughs, but it bagged 
an Audience Award at Simdance. 

THE RUM 
DIARY 

0BECTaiBy BfUCtlM«BMi fTt2[ll0 
fMIJM Online banter suggests 
that Johnny Depp 
has finaDy agreed to commit to 
The Rum Diary, the adaptation 
of Hunter S ’Ihomrason ’s first novel. 
It’s about bloody time too: the 
project has been mooted for years, 
but then Robinson has never been 
the most fortunate of flimmakets. 


ASTRD BDY 

DRECTBI BY EMB^ETl late2a:S 
■MM Afirst batch ofimages 
hasbeenreleasedfor 
this adaptation of OsamuTezuka ’s 
classic manga. ’Ihe shots of Astro 
Boy in flight are rocking a real kiddie 
idbe, but the background detaS looks 
sumptuous and they reaDy capture 
a sense of freedom and adventure. 

JDHNNY 
MAD DDG 

BRECTBl By j8ai-SlMat»Sai.vat 01 Jiiy 2QCS 

IJiiiWIM 

Johrv^Mad Dog, a film that uses 
unkrvown actors in its portrayal of 
child soldiers caught in a violent 
Aftrcan war. ’There’s strong word- 
of-mouth following screenings in 
London and Utah, so perhaps this 
win win similar levels of acclaim. 


THEWDLF 

MAN 

ORfCTED BY JnMnU FI NtnortofOOS 

Benicio’s bark-’em-up 
has seen its release date 
pushed back to November - ostensibly 
to allow for ’better marketing’. That 
doesn’t sound good. Still, with the 
legendary Rick Baker handling the 
^edal effects, there’s no reason to 
de^air just yet. 

CENTURIDN 

ORfCTED BY 

MMMII NeUMarshaC making a 
UiiUUJ Roman epic? ’That doesn’t 
sound ri^t. Oh, hang on: it’s about 
the battle against the savage Piets, so 
presumably there’s room for cannibals 
and decapitation. ’The kicly victims - 
sorry, actors - are Michael Fassbender, 
Dominic West and Olga Kurylenko. 
’Ihey’H be in for quite a ride. 





PUBLIC 

ENEMIES 


IMAGES 


nRECnO BV lilctaiMann fH M 

Another issue, another 
pic of Johnny Depp as 
John DSIinger. Depp looks moody 
vJth a Tommy gun on his shoulder. 

It still doesn’t teB us much, but Mann 
aBve... We badly want to see that 
gun in action. 

THE ROAD 

nRlCriD BV Johnasoa fTH lit 2aoe 

EB 

concerned about the delayed release 
of this post-apocalyptic drama, 
despite intanet nay-saying. '1 think 
they just weren't done," he recently 
told The Net!) York Times . "They 
figured, "This is a book people like, 
and we’ve only got one chance to put 
it out, so let’s get It ri^t." We agree: 
the novel is incredible, so HSkoat 
better deliver. 


WHERE 
THE WILD 
THINGS ARE 


IMAGES 


dRECTEB By SpteJona iTAttattite 2 tBg 

It feels like production 
1 this film has moved 
at a glacial pace, but the growing 
trickle of pics suggest the wait will 
be worth it. The beasties in the 
latest stills (taken from a new skate 
deck range) have a mournful 
quality to them, underiining that 
this win be no mere child’s play. 


MDDN 


OIIECrEB Bf Eknai Jmes CTA late 201 B 
MPjm This sci-fi thriEer 
UUiUilJ currently has five dips 
floating about the net, but we don’t 
want to see them: Moon is stqjposedly 
fun of suiprises, so why spoB the fun? 
Sara Rockwell stats as a stranded 
astronaut, and the film also features 
’Snuffbox’ genitB Matt Retry. 


g 

DRECrEB BV Slate Adtei flA SqiStriiet 20 QS 
Mipnvn Both Tim Burton and 
mjiiiilv TlmurBekmambetov 
have attached their names to this 
extraordinary animation about a 
group of rag dolls in a post-apocalyptic 
parallel earth looking for a leader 
to help them survive. Sound crat^:? 
Checkout the traner:itis. 

THE 

FDRBIDDEN 

PLANET 

nRECTEB BV JaraCaroeiw ffA IBC 
■■■■M De^te the feet that the 
liUMiiw exckemeni sutrounding 
Auataris only in its infancy, James 
Cameron is already looking to his next 
project. He’s said to have ’flipped’ 
for a J Michael Straegnski script for 
The Fortidden Planet, a film he’s wanted 
to make for over a decade. And when 
you’re JC what you want, you get. 


AN 

EDUCATIDN 

BRECTHI BV EjuaSdiertfl nA late SOB 

mo 

in the love given to the films, but also 
to the performeis. In that respect. 
An Edicatien’s Carey Mulligan looks 
like the breakout star. Her turn as a 
giri coming of age in ’60s suburbia 
looks set to make her America’s 
hottest property. 


1066 


BRECTBIBYIBCfTASOII 
MM* While Nottingham 
bUiliil Sounders, Wiffiam 
Nicholson, the writer behind Glodiator 
and Elizabeth: The Golden Age, has 
had his script for 1066 picked up by 
UK-based Shine Productions. It’s going 
to be a huge historical epic about 
WnBam the Conqueror and Harold 
the, er, loser -let’s hope tis Brits can 
doit justice. 




PUSH: BASED 
ON THE NOVEL 
BY SAPPHIRE 


BffiTaiBY lMtmtls FlTBC 
inPPftfM LennyKravitzand 
MariahCareyboth 
appear in this taie of a pregnant 
teen who attempts to turn her 
life around. Dubious cameos they 
may be, but neither stopped the 
Sundance judges from handing 
over their Grand Prix. It won an 
Audience Award too, so this should 
be worth a gander. 


THE HUMAN 
FACTOR 


■lg!TaiBy amE8Stw»id fTHE8ii»20IO 
MMM ant Eastwood's hunt 
Umm forsiories that suit his 
regtiiic self-importance has brought 
him to The Human fiaclor, which 
may get re-titled as Mandela. It'll 
star Morgan Freeman as Mandela 
and Matt Damon as ftancoisRenaar 
in a stoiy about race, rugby and - 
oh wait! We don't care. 


FREEDOM 

FORMULA 

dslSte aGeoige 
peech about 
but it's actually 
ig's pitch for their 
TbpCun- stvIe graphic novel in which 
a genetically engineered exo^uit racer 
learns he has the power to change the 
worid. Sounds like a B-movie, right? 
Only most B-movies don't have Brvan 
■Singer attached as producer. Let's see 
how this one develops. 


WETalBYlBCEJTBC 



the Middle East, 
Radical Publishin 


CORALINE 


FOOTAGE 


BBECTFBBV NwSBa tTAIilavaCB 

We spoke to Neil 
Caiman last year 
about Coraline, and he told us that 
Henry Selktk was the only man he 
wanted to adapt his frealy fantasy. 
The new trailer suggests Selick 
has repaid that faith, capturing 
the Gothic and grisfy tone of the 
graphic novel to perfection. 

NOTTINGHAM 

BRECTlBBY IMevScoti mailO 

( More excellent 
rumours ate emerging 
from the heart of Sherwood 
Forest where the gorgeously 
svelte Sierma Miller has allegedly 
left the production because she 
was making Rtrasell Q-owe look 
fat. That piece c# gossip is far too 
good to fact check. 

RAMBO V 

fmmm BRiciaiBYSiiw*^ 
laiMJ IT120IG 
Another new Rambo film is in 
pre-production in Bulgaria, with 
a script said to be about Rambo 's 
daughter (no, really) who's been 
kidnapped by some cult or other. 
Jesus; didn't these people see what 
he did to the Burmese?! They're 
going to regret that shit. 

THE BOX 

BBICTEB Bf IMatiKBv nt KrisnBxr 2C(S 

n Kelly could really do with 
another decent film to 
match that tabbitthing he did awhile 
back. The Box could go either way, 
but at least one thing has been done 
right; the score is being handledby 
anadian art-rockets The Arcade Fire . 



THE 

ADVENTURES 
OFTINTIN:THE 
SECRET OF 
THE UNICORN 


BBICTEB BY SMnSa*OT t» 201 1 
MMI The title is unwieldy, 
MmiUm but the castispromising; 
JatTde Ben as Tiniin, Andy Setkis as 
Capain Haddock, and best of all, 
Simon Pegg and Nick Frcst as bumbling 
detectives Thomson and Thorpscm. 
We're also pleased that Joe Gomish 
(of Acton&Jpe) is doing the scrip. 


BE CALM 
AND COUNT 
TO SEVEN 

BRECTEB BY karUUAiggu Eli TBC 

Sundance 

USlUliiJ nicksantheattenbon, 
Rotterdam condnues to host some of the 
best below-the-radar indies in the world. 
Raman Lavafipour took the Vmo Tiger 
Award with Be Calm And Camt Tb Saren, 
a beautifully realised story of the way 
smuggling has changed the tradibonal 
way of life in a Persian fishing viDage. 

GNOMEO 
AND JULIET 

BRECTEB BY KatrAsbw BA 2C1(1 

B Out go the Montagues 
and Capulets; in comes 
James McAvoy in an animated 
gang-war between opdoor and indoor 
gnomes. Lord knows what an 'indoor 
gnome' is. but Elton John is doing the 
music. Go figure. 


' SUBSCMBE ONLtNE NOWl 









"Captivating. . . Do not miss" 
"Superb performances" 

Little White Lies 

"Row and powerful" 
"Phoenix is extraordinary" 

"A beautifully crafted film" 


Joaquin Phoenix 
Gwyneth Paltrow 
Vinessa Shaw 
Isabella Rossellini 


★★★★★ ★★★★ ★★★★ ★★★★ ★★★★★ 
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TwoLovers 

a film by James Gray 



AT CINEMAS NATIONWIDE 
FROM MARCH 27 
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